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A Meeting at the Beach 


Author's Notes: 
My first AU story, as well as my first attempt at a chapter-fic, | only dared post it because there\'s been 


such an explosion of BJ fics recently, and | wanted to keep contributing to it. ) 


Of course, this story ain\'t true, either, but that goes without saying. ;) 


The sun was shining from a bright blue, cloudless sky and | cursed myself for the umpteenth time for having 
forgotten my sandals in backseat of my car. The hot sand scorched my feet and | began to regret that | even 
got the idea for me to come down to the beach on such a hot day as this. Normally, | would have been behind 
the desk of a video-store by now, and try to rent out and sell as many videotapes as possible to any 
interested customer I'd find with newly purchased video player waiting back at home. | would have been boiled 
dlive. Instead, | had been granted a day off and tried to think up how | would spend it. The beach had been my 


first choice, because of swimming and chicks. 


I'd come down to the beach, hoping to find a girl to either bring straight home or offer any less flashy date, 
three low-budget jobs didn't exactly pay a lot and | considered myself lucky enough if | could pay the rent and 


gas charges. Though trapped in a maze of screaming kids, obese middle-aged dads, hat adorned moms, beach 
chairs, bags, towels and blankets, | was lucky if | spotted only one moderately attractive girl. Even luckier if 
she was topless with nice breasts. And if | prayed to God, maybe, maybe she'd be single. But luck didn't seem 
to smile at me today, for every good-looking girl | could see went about, clinging to the arm of some half- 


interested guy. "Blind mofos," | thought. 


| shook my head and straightened my sunglasses, hoping for a bit mysterious and attractive look. At bars and 
nightclubs, that look used to work wonders. Though | was probably only resembling a creepy stalker, with my 
long, dark hair framing my face. "More reminiscent of a molester than anything else," | sighed to myself. | had 
close to no body-hair, at least not on my chest, and long slim legs. Everybody lives with complexes. Not that | 
didn't find it easy to get girls, Im nice and | have sense of humor, | know what they go for and | know how to 
make them laugh, besides I'm good in bed, but it always takes a while before they give me a chance. The beach 
was quite possibly not the best place to pick up a one night stand, but it's always worth a try. 


As | went around and tried to focus, squeezing my eyes halfway shut and squinting to try locating some 
pretty ladies, | was completely lost n my own world. | vaguely heard someone shout ‘watch out and some sort 
sort of signal going on, but thought no more of it. | didn't notice that | was standing in the way until someone 
crashed into me so hard that | lost my balance. With a thud |, and whoever the other person was, fell to the 
ground and the grains of sand swirled around us. | got sand in both my mouth and eyes, spitting in order to 
get rid of it and | threw off my shades to rub my eyes that were stinging like fire. | picked myself up a bit 


and noticed that whoever had ran into me was still stretched out on top of me. 


| did not see much of the person as the situation was now, just a thick, semi-long mop of auburn hair and a 
pair of tan, muscular upper arms and shoulders when the man tried to get up. "Damn, a guy. Of course my 
bad luck to collide with a guy when | could have ran into a sexy babe." | sighed quietly to myself while the 
other man sat up and scratched his neck, and | was just about to get up myself. That's when he looked at me. 


| swear that my heart skipped beat, never in my life had | thought that a man could be so.. perfect. He looked 
at me shyly with his big, blue puppy eyes and bit his lower lip. | noticed that his lips were pouty and full, and 
how he blushed a little in embarrassment. His facial features were masculine but he was too young to have 
gotten rid of plumpy roundness kids have to their faces, so he still had a sweet and childlike appearance. | 
noticed that he was wearing a tank top and he probably himself torn up the neckline a bit himself to show off 
the forest of chest hair sticking out of the collar. 


‘I'm sorry, | was in a hurry, lim on workin’, people need help.." he mumbled quietly and ruffled his hair, the sand 
raining down as he tried to get back on his feet. 


‘Don't worry." | stuttered for a moment, and wondered why | suddenly was tongue-tied. He was just a man, like 
any other man. But still, he was like no other man I'd ever met. He was so attractive, so.. so.. | couldn't find 
the words to describe him. 


He smiled, and | thought | would explode right then and there. Large, bright white teeth in a perfectly even line, 
and the light reached his eyes, made them sparkle. | swallowed hard and stood up, started brushing the sand 


off while | threw glances all around me to see of how many people had taken notice of our involuntary collision 
Apparently no one seemed to be interested enough to care about us. | looked at him again and felt my world 
stop. It was not craving | felt, | wasn't even sure of what it was, but it was a new feeling that | was highly 
curious about. | couldn't figure out why | was feeling this way, but the butterflies nesting in my stomach 
seemed to wake up and become an unsettled mass of happiness. | just wanted to.. keep him and take care fo 


him, he looked so fragile and innocent. 


When | realized what | was thinking it hit me that he was another man. | didn't recall ever having felt the same 
way about anybody, and | had a vague idea of what the feeling that had came so suddenly out of nowhere 
might be, but | wasn't like that, I'd looked at men that way. And | felt slightly anxious about this new insight. 


He looked around insecurely, as if he was afraid of being caught for some reason. What the reason was | don't 
know, but | concluded that he was on lifequard duty at the moment and that he'd just made a fool enough of 
himself to let a mission slip out of his hands. Thankfully, | knew there were many more lifequards out, and my 
thought was confirmed, that everything went well, when he looked out across the water and | followed his 
gaze, spotting a young blonde woman dragging a coughing and crying kid out of the ocean. | thought she was 
beautiful, she had curves and an even tan. But instead of staring at her, planning out a way to maybe get in 


touch with her, | looked back to the intriguing boy on lifeguard duty. 


When | turned my head, he was already on his way off. "Damn, stupid idiot, | Thought to myself. Why couldn't 
you have been more aware? He's probably gonna get a lot of shit thanks to you, do something to make it up 
to him!" And before my mind could finish it's inward assault on me, | was hurrying after him. | grabbed his 
shoulder to stop him, and | swear it felt like an electric shock of pleasure to touch his smooth, sweat-damp 


skin. His thick, soft hair brushed against my hand. 


He turned and looked up at me, he must have been nearly three inches shorter than me, and his large eyes 
seemed curious, almost inquisitive. He tilted his head to the side a bit, but didn't seem offended or annoyed. 


‘Sorry | didn't move outta the way, | was daydreamin’... can | make it up to ya..2 | noticed that you missed out 


on somethin’ important.. ‘| began, and | was greeted by yet another of those amazing smiles he had. 


‘Don't be sorry, it wasn't your fault, | coulda ran around you. | just get so stressed out when people need help. 
I'm pretty new at this, he gestured towards his shirt, which read "lifeguard" in big black print against a red 
background, and laughed a little. "God, what a beautiful laughter he has," my head noted. 


| nodded and smiled back. ‘| wanna, okay? And if you get so stressed out, I'd definitely like to try and calm ya 
down’ "Damn, and that sure sounded suspicious, what the hell's off with me?" | damned myself inwardly again 


and pulled my hand through my hair while | shifted my weight between my feet, waiting for his answer. 


He raised an eyebrow and looked at me for a moment before shrugging and smiling again. "My God, these 


smiles are gonna drive me crazy before the end of the day," | thought. 


‘Alright. My lunch break is about a half an hour away. Meet me at the lifeguard huts, and we can go 


somewhere. | have a two hour break, l'm just a trainee so far, | ain't really employed. They don't wanna put 
minors on full duty. ‘ 


He held up his hand and gave me a slight wave before he began hurrying away again. | couldn't help but follow 
him with his eyes, noting his strong thighs, and his round, nice ass sticking out, and it was hard to look away, 
with the tight swimming trunks he was wearing. It was probably the best ass I've ever seen, | gave him that. 
In a guy to guy opinion, of course. "And he ain't even naked," my mind had to add and | tried to push the the 

thought aside, but just the idea of seeing him as God made him, made me shiver in a pleasant way. "What the 


hell's wrong with me?" 


"Okay, time for a bath, time to calm down" | dodged the kids with the parents and tried to stay away from 
the lovesick teenagers as | waded out into the waist-high water and dipped myself from head to toe, shivering 
from temperature difference of the water and the air, and peeked back in towards the beach. The waves were 
lukewarm so | crouched down until | was buried beneath the cool waves all the way up to my neck. | could 
easily stay in here until he was free, | decided As | took in the mess of the beach, | noticed that | could see 
his watchtower from there, saw from a the distance how he held his hand to his forehead to shade his eyes. 
He seemed so focused, he must have been very serious about this job. Serious yet so carefree. A tingly 


flutter lingered in my belly. 


For the second time, the question came back. What was this feeling? What was it that struck me, like a bolt 
from the sky? | didn't know, but | wanted to find it out, now more than ever. | wanted to get to know him. 
Maybe he'd sensed something out of the ordinary as well. If | was lucky, maybe | could be his friend. Maybe.. 


| tried to think farther and harder, | had always been a womanizer, had always done everything for the ladies, 
and | was good at it. i knew my way around, so to speak But this boy, man, whatever he was .. why was he so 
interesting and compelling all of a sudden?He caught my eye for some reason, and | wanted to know why that 
was. | could hardly be attracted to another man just like that, but on the other hand I'd never really tried to 


look at men. | couln't deny that | was very curious about him to say the least. 


| saw him check at his watch more frequently and when he began to climb down the short ladder adjointed to 
the tower, | realized that the time had come and | took the opportunity to rush up from the waves. The warm 
air prevented me from freezing or getting goosebumps, but | was soaking wet. | should have remembered to 
bring my towel, it would have been thoughtful not to leave it in the car also. But since when was | actually 
thoughtful? The grains of sand glued themselves to my legs and feet as | ran the short distance up to the 


barracks. 


The buildings were small, white-beige houses with a wooden roofs, lined up in a straight line along the parking 
areas. | was lucky for the first time that day, because they were closest to the parking on which I'd left my 
own car. A little out of breath, | reached the lifeguard locker rooms and leaned my back against the wall, 
waiting for him to show up. Firstly, two girls passed me by, both of them must have been somewhere around 
my age. One had big breasts and copper hair, the other was the same curvy blonde who'd saved the little kid 
from the waves. Instead of staring them as | probably would have done before | ran into him, | actually noticed 


their name badges and realized that | had no idea what his name was. He had also had a badge but | had been 


too caught up with his intriguing looks to read it. 


After ten minutes of waiting - | glanced at the clock that sat on the wall of the main building every five 
seconds - he appeared through the doors, dressed in super short denim shorts, appearing to be cut by hand, 
a tank top with sleeve-linings so wide that pretty much the entire sides of his torso were visible down to his 
hips and a pair of well-worn sneakers. He looked at me, put his hands to waist and giggled. 


‘Are you gonna go eat dressed like that? he said, raising his eyebrows at me in a questioning manner, and 


grinned. 


‘No, | left my clothes in the car, | replied, and chuckled back. | was hoping that he didn't spot my blush, 
wondering where it came from, and that if he did, he would think it was due to the sharp sting of the sun 


‘You got a car? Nice! | was thinkin’ we'd go down to McDonalds, it's a bit of a walk, but where the hell else are 
we s'posed to get some food? The nearest pizzeria is about b miles that way: He indicated the direction by 
pointing his thumb to the left. ‘Not that | don't like to walk or anything, | ain't the lazy sort, but I'm s'posed to 


be back in time, y'know. ' 


| liked how talkative he seemed to be, and friendly. Both beautiful and charming, it sounded like a dream come 
true. He looked a bit shy though, seemingly unsure of how | would react to how social he was, so | nodded 
reassuringly at him. ‘We can take my car and drive down to the pizzeria, if you'd rather do that? Only takes 


about ten minutes: 


His uncertainty dropped and he looked thoughtful for a moment instead, tpping with his index finger against his 
lower lip. "Those lips, they look so soft and inviting, | would love to kiss them. Just a little taste to see if he 
tastes as sweet as he smelled.. wait, no, what? Kiss him? Cut this shit out, Sambora!" | noticed that I'd inched 
a few steps closer to him, just to inhale the aroma of salt water, cologne and something else | couldn't quite 


discern, that he was sending out. | was hoping he wouldn't detect my inner struggle. 


‘Nah, let's go to McDonalds, we can walk there and talk on the way. | like to stay in motion, besides it feels 


unnecessary to waste your gas just ‘cause l'm starvin’, he decided at last and smiled at me. 


‘Okay, then it's decided. You can wait here, I'll just go and change clothes, "I said and started to turn around to 
head towards my car, but | heard his footsteps following me across the heated concrete. "Fuck, it hurts, 
fucking stupid of me to leave my sandals!" 


‘| can keep ya company, no use in hangin’ aroung here and die of boredom,’ he laughed, and his laughter 
sounded like music to my ears, it was so beautiful and natural, made me forget how my feet ached. His 
speaking voice all in all was soft and tender, smooth as velvet as it caressed it my ears. | wanted to hear that 


voice every day, from now on. 


| was so busy listening to him, watching him as he came up beside me, that | almost tripped over my own 


feet. | noted that | had to keep track of what | | was doing if | didn't want to embarrass myself in front of 


him. But he just giggled and shoved his hands down his pockets. | couldn't help it as my gaze wandered down to 
his shorts, | couldn't resist looking at his hairy, strong legs and taut thighs. | wondered if they felt as soft to 


the touch as they appeared to be. In a man-to-man way, mind you. 


| shook my head and looked away, hopefully he hadn't caught me staring. We arrived at my car, which looked 
more like a wreak on it's way straight to the junkyard, and should be called a pile of shit rather than an actual 
car. The number plates had almost fallen off so I'd had to use tape to keep them in place, and there were 
dents visible along with scratches in the painting, and to top it all off, it was so dirty that the green colour 
was barely distinguishable through the layer of filth. It surprised me that it had even gone through technical 


inspection, but what do | know? They may have particularly low demands on crappy cars. 


‘| know the car looks like shit, ya don't gotta say it; | told to him and nudged him lightly in the side with my 
elbow. He laughed and looked up at me, and | felt my heart almost stop its beating in my chest. "Damn, how 
good he looks." 


‘| don't care if it was half moth-eaten and they'd spat it back out, without windscreens, it's a still a car. | don't 


even have a driver's license yet: 


‘You don't? Ya that young?" | wondered and felt my mood beginning to drop. What if he wasn't even out of high 
school? Surely | couldn't hang about with a little kid, that'd raise suspicion and | wouldn't want people to think 


of me as a creep. 


He faked an offended expression and pushed me so hard | nearly stumbled to the side, before he started 
laughing again. ‘I ain't that young! I'm actually gonna be eighteen in February next year, smartass! His 
expression went solemn. ‘Feels like forever, my parents just harpin' at me to do this and that, so l'm saving 


money for an apartment. Wanna get ‘em off of my back, I'm so tired of lookin’ after my little brothers: 


‘Oh, was all | could come up with for a reply, and he gave me a weird look. ‘Uh, | mean, you're not that young 
then. | turned twenty last week; | said quickly added, changing the subject as it seemed he wasn't keen on 
talking about his family. 


‘Ya did? Did ya celebrate it? With a party? he asked, the curiosity bright in his eyes. 


| hauled my keys out of the pocket, feeling clever for buying a pair of trunks with zippable pockets, and 
unlocked the door to the driver's seat, bending the front seat forward ' this tiny car didn't have any 
backdoors - to access my sports bag in the back seat in which I'd left my clothes and my towel. At this point 
| was already dry so | decided to keep the half short trunks on while | dug out my own sleeveless shirt and 
picked my sandals up off the floor. | quickly slipped the shirt over my head and tossed the sandals on the 
ground to step into them. 


‘Nah, | let it be a quiet day, | party so much as it is, so | figured | might as well just stay home and watch 
some IV, order a pizza and be alone, | replied and shrugged my shoulders. ‘I don't have any siblings, and my 


mom did call me, I'm gonna stop by to see her and dad later this week: 


He nodded and lowered his head a bit, looking dejected. ‘Sorry, just thought it might have been fun to party, | 
never get out, my parents won't allow it since | dropped outta school. | basically just get out to go to work and 
possibly hang out with my old classmates. David and Dorothea's okay to stay out with, but except for that, | 
don't usually get to do anything, he sighed 


For a moment, | felt uneasy and although | barely knew him, | realized | never wanted to see him so 
disappointed again. “Hey, maybe we can hang out too? | mean, if its okay with you? | suggested, adding, ‘I don't 


wanna come off pushy or anything: 


He lit up like a sun, beaming brightly and | swear he almost started jumping up and down, she got that excited. 
‘Ya ain't pushy, not at all, itd be great! 


| smiled at him, feeling warm and tightly on the inside, seeing how happy l'd made him. Once again, the thought 
struck me that | didn't know his name yet, so after bending back the driver's seat into its original position, 
closing and locking the car door, | let the key slip back into my pocket and held out my hand to him. 


‘Hey, by the way... he began, and | noticed he was eyeing the greasy exterior of my car closely. ‘| could wash 
your car. I'd do it for free, just to get away from the family and all: 


| stared at him for a moment, taking in what he'd said. ‘Uh, | dunno, it's a lotta work, Id do it myself, but | 
never get the time to do it, | tried to excuse myself, blushing a bit and looking down 


It's okay, I'll do it, as | said, it'd be a great excuse to get away from my family, he went on, running his index 
finger across the paint of the car and leaving behind a line where the colour showed through, looking over his 


own dirty fingertip and giggling. 


‘Alright, but | won't let ya do it for free, its a lotta work, and I'm thinkin | might as well help ya, and if you 
don't like the idea of me helpin’ you, then I'll at least keep you company, I'll be takin’ the evening to late-night 
shift this week so if ya show up around Il AM I'm thinking we'll get it all over with in time | decided, feeling 

thankful the video-store had set me off duty for the week and | only had to worry about the little 


troubadour assignment I'd undertaken to sing and play a little guitar at various pubs and bars. 
‘Well, I'm free.. Wednesday, how does that sound to you? he asked. 


‘Then let's shake on it. By the way, I'm Richard Sambora, but my friends call me Richie: If | had any friends, 
they'd call me that, | reminded myself. 


He took my hand in a firm grip, and it seemed to be just as big as mine, if not even bigger. "Unusually for 
such a small guy to have such huge hands," | thought. He laughed again. 


‘Yeah let's shake on it. And I'd like to be your friend, Richie. The name's John Bongiovi. Sambora .. unusual name, 


huh? 


| nodded and shrugged as | let go of his hand, already missing the feel of it. ‘Yeah: 


‘Bongiovi's quite unusual too,' | said, and felt a familiar heat running through my body as he nodded in 
agreement, beaming again. "What if | could get to keep his hand in mine, just press it, stroking it with my 
thumb and show him that | want to take care." 


| shook my head and with that, we started to move, leaving the parking lot to walk along the wide road. We 
watched as car after car passed us by while John led us onto a shortcut that crossed the more deserted 
parts of Jersey, through a small residential area full of expensive houses. And | noticed that every time he 
walked up in front of me, the only thing | could focus properly on was his the way his ass was swaying from 
side to side with each step he took, the short shorts sliding up enough to reveal that he wasn't wearing any 
underwear. Damn, what had | gotten myself into? 


Lunch at McDonald\'s 


Author's Notes: 
Chapter two, still fictional :) 


As we walked out of the villa area, me and and Richie, full of the pastel-coloured houses surrounded by 
manicured gardens that I'd become accostumed to thanks to my up-bringing in a similar district, we went into 
town, or well what was the outer border of town, and finally arrived at the closest by McDonald's restaurant. 
It was the smallest version of the joint that the city had to offer, and the cheapest as well. Which was good 
enough for me, even if the insides weren't the tidiest you'd expect, it was never crowded so you didn’t have to 
wait long for your food to arrive or hang around for a seat to be free. All in all, | like this place, it had been 


one of the major hideouts for me back when | cut class and needed somewhere to go. I'd grown fond of it. 


We stepped through the doors, with Richie holding one up for me, and found that it was relatively deserted, as 
expected. At the moment, there were mostly young teenage girls twittering away, and elderly grandparents 
with their noisy grandchildren sticking around the joint. | looked at Richie for a second, wondering what he was 
going to order, and he looked back at me, meeting my eyes and holding my stare for a moment, he looked as if 


he was trying to read me. | blushed brightly, and quickly averted my eyes. 


"Wait, what? Am | blushing? What are you doing, Johnny? You're crazy, you don't even know the guy, and here 
you go thinking things, didn't you learn anything last time around? Keep it cool and stop it already!" | shook my 
head and turned away, feeling a little tingly inside and knowing far too well why that was. | had felt this way 
before, not so strongly or directly, but | recognized it, wondering what it was that came over me that made 
me react so soon | already knew | was indeed into both guys and girls because of an incident in high school, 
which actually was the reason for me dropping out and not wanting to go back. Though | would never dare tell 
anyone about it, and | tried my best to forget it. But every time Richie glanced at me with his sad brown 
eyes, looking genuinely concerned about me, | felt it and wondered why that look in his eyes seemed so down 


and depressed. | just wanted him to be happy, he had such a pretty smile. 


‘So .. what do ya want?" | asked a little hesitantly, while | cautiously peered up at him, still with my hands in 
my pockets, rocking back and forth on my heels. | glanced around, trying to think of something but with an 
unsettling feeling at the pit of my stomach, and noticed that almost all the window seats were empty, noting 
the bright sun light up the room with the black tile floor and the small, uncomfortable couches along with 
square tables. | wanted to sit by the window, I've always liked that, ever since | was a kid Makes me feel free 
and | enjoyed watching the people passing by, guessing what kind of lives they must lead. Sometimes | got 


jealous of seeing their freedom, sometimes | felt bad for their stacked out lives. 


He shrugged his shoulders. ‘! don't know. Somethin’ big, | eat a lot, he chuckled and winked his eye at me, his 
hand going to rub at his belly. 


| nodded, giggling childishly back as a response. ‘Alright, note's on me, or do ya wanna pay for yourself? 


‘lm thinkin’ note's on me, you gotta keep your money, you said were s'posed to move out, right? Besides, | was 
the one who wanted to make things up to you, remember? He nudged me a little light in the side with his 
elbow and | giggled again, trying to inch away as his elbow ghosted across my skin, wrapping my arms around 
myself to cover myself up a bit. "Damn, why do | have to be so ticklish..” 


‘Oh .? What was that..?* he grinned mischievously at me, a knowing look in his eyes, and | barely got the time 
to take in what he'd just said before he caught me in his arms, keeping a tight grip on me and starting to 
tickle me, his fingers moving at lightning speed over the sensitive skin of my bare sides, down a bit towards 
my belly, up under my arms and down again, and | began to laugh loudly and uncontrollably, attempting to pry 
myself free, wriggling and writhing like a snake, kicking my legs and frantically trying to get away. But he didn't 
give up, ignorning all the grandmothers with their grandchildren who stared wide-eyed at us, all the school- 
girls giggling at us, and he kept tickling me until | could barely stand on my feet, until my face was flushing 
bright red and | was crying with laughter, until | was begging and pleading with him to stop, hanging weakly in 
his arms as my body jerked. And then he suddenly, he stopped. 


| leaned heavily against him, using him as support to keep myself in an upright, thankful that he wouldn't let 
me sink down onto the dirty soda-sticky floor where | rather not be right now, while | gasped for air, chest 
heaving as | panted. ‘Don't ya.. ever fuckin’... do that again.. "| breathed, snickering a bit. 


‘| just wanted to see how ticklish you were, since you reacted so quickly, he smiled while he let me go, ard | 
straightened up again, blushing just like before. | felt a bit cold as his arms left me, already missing the feel of 
his soft fingertips against my skin, his strong arms around my waist and how they surrounded me. | realized | 
wanted him to hold me like again, without tickling me. Just hold me and make me feel safe.. "What the hell am | 
thinking? Not again, | just met him, stop doing this to yourself, you know what happened last time don't ruin 
everything again ..!" 


| felt a slight fear welling up inside of me, as the butterflies in my belly began swarming like crazy, my knees 
feeling weak. He was being so nice to me, he didn't treat me like a little kid, like | couldn't think for mysef, but 
as an adult with his own free will and set of mind, like | was actually somebody. Like | was a person of my own 
| wasn't used to it, with the way my parents kept pushing me down and watch over me 24/7, like David who 
just called me when he had some stupid joke to tell me or Dorothea when she wanted to rant about her 
emotional problems. Richie seemed to be more like me, like he knew what | might want to converse about to 
feel comfortable, and he seemed to care a lot about me being just comfortable in his company. Then again we 
had just met, so he might be trying hard just for that reason 


‘So.. should we make our orders? | asked after I'd managed to finally catch my breath. | looked up at his facial 
features, the curves and lines of his face were harsh and angled, but at the same time they were smooth and 
rounded, and he looked so.. cute in a way, but cocky as well. Pretty was the right word. Sweet almost, with his 
round eyes, and his distinctive nose, his full pouty plump lips. 


‘Yeah, we might as well, | think, before the cashier starts thinkin’ we're gonna be freeloadin’ and tells the 


manager to throw us out faces first, he laughed. ‘I'll have a Big Mac, full plus menu, and you, John? 


He looked at me with those sad puppy eyes again and | quickly looked away, nodding my head and swallowing 
hard around the slight lump forming in my throat. ‘I-I'll take the same, if that's okay with you? | want a Coke 
to drink. But if it's too expensive, I'll do with a cheeseburger and some water, | don't wanna be moochin' off of 


you and all: 


‘No problem with me, you get what you want, you think too much, Johnny-boy,' he chuckled, his hand coming 
up to ruffle my hair, and at that moment it felt as if I'd always known him. The gesture was so casual, it 
wasn't the least forced, and my heart skipped a beat. 


He placed his hand on my shoulder and squeezed it lightly, before heading to make the order, and | noticed that 
the cashier was a pretty sweet girl, round but with beautiful green eyes. He treated her well, albeit a bit 
flirty, and | couldn't resist the jealousy that emerged within me. What if he started liking her? What if he was 
already seeing a chick like her? Then the thought struck me for the first time, what if he already was seeing 
a girl like her? My insecurity came back a thousand times stronger and | lowered his head, letting my hair 
come down to obscure my face as | went to sit by one of the windows, inching close to the glass and leaning 
my cheek against it, not caring that it seemed to be smeared with grease, obvious fingerprints all over the 
see-through surface, as | looked out across the maze of people passing the joint by. Older retirees dragging 
their feet behind and trying to make their way ahead, walking with their canes, or costumeclad businessmen, 
nearly sprinting to work with binders stuffed beneath their arms or carrying heavy office bags. Young women 
tripping along on their high heels, trying to look important and hard to get. Little kids playing tag and hurrying 
off to the candy-shop right across the street. 


| watched as groups of friends passed by, those kinds of friends who would support each other no matter 
what, the sort of friends I'd never had. I'd never had permission to make actual close friends, my parents kept 
thinking that people were going to trick me into drinking and drugging, because since | dropped out of school, l'm 


wasn't a responsible person and | couldn't see the consequences of my own actions. 


As | sat there, | also payed some attention to all the happy couples walking by, cute little girls holding hands 
with their overly proud boyfriends. I'd never had a girlfriend either. My first actual kiss, | had in eighth grade, 
and the person | kissed wasn't even a girl, so that's where itd all stopped. And I'm thinking | knew exactly why 
no one had taken a liking to me ever since. There were too many rumours going on about me, and in school, 


there were the bullies. 


| snorted, obviously Richie must have a girlfriend like that as well, surely he had one of those pretty little 
things waiting for him back home, who would kiss away his troubles and crawl up in his lap, cuddle in his arms. 
He'd said he lived alone in an apartment, but that wouldn't make it any less possible, she could be staying 
overnight occasionally. | placed my elbow against the table and leaned my cheek against my palm, sighing loudly. 
"l'm so stupid." 


After a few minutes, he came up to me with a tray filled to the brim, sitting down opposite me with a smile 


that quickly faded when he noted the expression on my face. 


‘What's wrong? he asked softly as he put the straw in his Cola mug, and took a quiet sip, keeping his eyes on 


me. 


| shook my head and smiled weakly at him before going back to staring out the window, my jealousy knowing no 
boundaries. "Okay, you've officially fucked everything again, Johnny. Congratulations!" ‘Nothin, | was just thinkin’: 


He shrugged his shoulders, following my gaze outside. ‘Look at them, it woulda been nice to be like that. They 
look so happy,’ he said suddenly as he picked up his burger from the small paper-container and took a large 
bite. | looked at him, starting to nibble on some of my french fries. 


‘What d'ya mean?" 


‘You see, the way they strut around with their girlfriends, and their friends, thinkin’ they're special and all. Like 
they're on top of the world, I'd like to be that way too’ He sighed. 


| titted my head, studying his face but | couldn't point out what was weighing him down, while | myself picked 
up my burger and began to eat. 


‘You don't have any friends like that either? As | said before, mom and dad just let me hang out with David 
and Dorothea, no one else. Unless its someone they thin of as a "respectable enough" person. For example, 
they'be been tryin to set me up with Dot for as long as I've known her, and she's my best friend, but nothin’ 
more. She's just a friend, and believe me, I've tried to please them and sport feelings for her. It's not possible: 


He looked at me and chuckled. ‘So you get girls thrown at you, but its still not good enough? I've been runnin’ 
‘round half of Jersey and | can't find one single chick who's willing to start somethin’ more. It's always "why, 


hello" at night and “thank you, goodbye" in the mornin’: 


| blushed again, couldn't help it, | felt my cheeks flush and turn a bright shade of red. | quickly placed my 
hands against my cheeks, hiding my face behind my thick, auburn strands. 


‘But what are you doin'..? he giggled curiosly. ‘Ya don't like talkin’ ‘bout that? We don't have to, unless you 
wanna. Ya ain't that old yet, | guess you don't have as much experience as me. Don't worry, | ain't gonna force 
anythin’ on ya' He took another bite, already halfway through his burger and put it down to chew on some of 


his fries. 


‘It's just, | don't really know what to say when people start talkin’ ‘bout... well, y'know, | mumbled shyly and 
twisted a few strands of hair between my fingers, peeking up at him. ‘I ain't really comfortable with it. | 
haven't been partyin’ much either, its happened just a few times when Dave's managed to smuggle me out, 
but other than that, my parents always kept a close eye on me. l'm barely allowed to do anythin’ at all. Y'see, 
since | dropped outta school, they've been thinkin’ I'm immediately gonna become a drug addict or kleptomaniac 
or whatever, under the wrong influence, and that I'm gonna run off drinkin’ or druggin' myself to death in 


some fuckin’ alley: | shrugged. 


‘tm sorry to hear, | can't say | recognize it, my parents were never that.. strict, he said. 


He looked thoughtful, and he didn't say anything else, so | took the opportunity to take in the restaurant's 
familiar interiors, the white ceiling, the red leather imitation fabric that covered the small worn sofas and 
chairs, the counter with all these young people dressed in their plaid uniforms, running around to receive 
orders. It seemed like more people were coming in, queues beginning to form. This was as packed as this joint 


ever got. | turned back to him. 


Damn, he looks good.. | studied the long arms, the smooth tan skin, the long dark lashes that framed his hazel 
eyes, his chestnut-brown half-length hair. His pouty, pink lips .. | saw how they parted as he drank some of his 
Coke, sucked the straw, and licked my own lips. | wondered if they were as soft to kiss as they appeared, they 
looked so pouty and inviting... | quickly shook my head. "Stupid to cross that line, you've already screwed it all 
up for yourself, don't fucking ruin the friendship for him too, he needs a friend, he's lonely, he said it. Poor 
Richie..." 


We ate in silence for a while, and | noticed how a strand of Richie's hair involuntarily glued itself to the burger, 
following his food without him noticing to get stuck at the corner of his mouth. | couldn't help but lean 
forward a bit, taking the strand in between my index and middle finger to pull it away. He looked up at me with 
wide eyes, immediately holding up with his eating. | blushed for the umpteenth time and hurriedly sat back 
down again, biting my bottom lip. 


‘Sorry. just thought ya might not wanna eat hair..?' | smiled insecurely. 


He blushed back, and nodded. "Wait, what? He's blushing..? You gotta be imagining things!" But no, | wasn't seeing 
things, his face was as red as a tomato, and | saw him swallow, quickly sucking on his straw again. "Maybe, 


maybe." 
‘Nah... you're right... hair isn't that nice to eat.. ', he shyly agreed. 


The silence fell over us again, and | cleared my throat, trying to gather up the courage to ask him what | 


wanted to ask him. 


‘Hey... Richie..? | was wonderin’ if ya.. well, | was gonna go to the movies this week, my mom and dad wanted to 
gimme a trial period as they call it, see if | can manage to go out and take care of myself, and | was 


wonderin’. Saturday night.. are you gonna be free by then..?' 


He looked up at me, and | could have sworn that it was hope | saw sparkling within his eyes, replacing the 
sadness. ‘It.. it's real nice of you to ask, | ain't workin’ on Saturdays, but.. don't ya got anybody else you'd 
rather go with? That Dorothea, or that guy David you were talkin’ about? | mean, ya barely know me, right? ' 


‘|. would wanna get to know you.. | stuttered, feeling nervous again and the butterflies in my stomach 


quadrupled, flapping around like crazy. 


‘Id like to get to know you too. he replied after a moment's silence, and he smiled, looking so insecure and 
innocent, but judging by what he'd said previously, | figured he was anything but innocent in reality. "My God, 


how cute he is!" 
‘What time then? Saturday night.. at.. seven? | said after some thinking. He nodded in agreement. 


‘Sounds great. | won't have anything up by then, never get out unless | visit the nearest bar, might need a 
little variation, | think. | don't.. really have any friends, me neither. People seem to think l'm.. | dunno. | mean, | 
can be quite obtrusive, most people wouldn't have done as you did and accepted my offer, they usually just 
gimme a weird look.. they just put me off, and think I'm generally annoyin’. Lets leave it at that: 


He sighed and looked depressed again, while he took the last bite of his hamburger and the last french frie, 
finishing his meal. Personally, I'd nearly forgotten all about my own food, but as | glanced at my watch, | noted 
we had plenty of time left, more than an hour. Hesitantly, | placed my hand over his, mostly to see what his 
reaction would be, but when he didn't pull away, | let my hand rest lightly on top of his, squeezing it gently. 


‘| don't think you're obtrusive. | think you seem like a real nice guy, and | don't get why chicks aren't lookin’ to 
ya, | like how ya started talkin’ to me for no reason, and how you offered to make things up to me even 
though it wasn't necessary, and it was all because of me to begin with. | don't think you're pushy, | think 
you're the opposite. That's why | asked if you wanted to come with me Saturday night, ‘cause | think we can 


get closer to each other. 


"And that didn't sound suggestive? Come on Bongiovi, you have to try wrapping it up! He'll be running from you 
if you keep this up! But.. he's letting you hold his hand." | looked down at our joined hands, noticed that my own 
was at least as big as his, that it almost engulfed his. | could not help but thinking it was beautiful, how they 
fit together. | wondered what he was thinking, his eyes too seemingly locked onto our hands. 


Slowly, | pulled my own hand away to continue eating, felt the cold against my palm and found that | wanted to 
touch his hand again, touch him again. his skin was smooth as velvet, and almost looked like gold due to his rich 
tan. | wished | could get that tan as well, and felt a little envious. As | finished up, | quickly drank the rest of 
the Coke. 


‘Okay, what now ..? | asked out loud while | leaned back on the sofa He shrugged 


‘No idea. Should we come up with somethin’ to do, or should we just head back to the beach? You gotta get 
back in time for the next duty session, right? Don't want ya runnin’ the risk of losin’ the job. ' 


| knew he was right but | didn't want to go back, | was so happy in his company, with his presence, he made 
me feel special somehow. "I wonder if | might get a chance to.. no, cut it out. As soon as he gets to know your 
secret its all over, then you can kiss him goodbye. Literally, because you won't have a chance to get where 


you want. Just forget it, Bongiovi." 


| stood up, stretched my arms and legs and noticed that many girls were looking my way. As usually, they 
would stare at me but never walk up to me or talk to me. | scratched my chest, and the hair against my nails 
gave off a faint noise. Surely one ought to be thankful for their blessings, but damn the hair got so hot and 
itchy in the Summer. Damp and sticky, like a fucking rain forest. | pulled down the denim shorts which had slid 
up a bit in a highly uncomfortable way. | never liked to use underwear and sometimes it's had its drawbacks, 
like now for example. | noticed how he stood up and felt an overwhelming urge to take his hand, but quickly 
pushed it aside. Instead, | made a friendly gesture, placed my arm high on his waist, wrapping it around his 
back while we began walking. "As dudes sometimes do," | thought. 


| noticed how he tensed up, and | damned myself inwardly. "You fucked it up!" But before | had the time to 
regret what I'd done, he relaxed and wrapped his own arm around my neck, pulling me in closer towards 
himself, and if | didn't know better, | would have sworn he was sniffing my hair. It felt so wonderful to get the 
gesture returned, and as we walked out the doors, beginning of talk about everything and nothing, | couldn't 
help but think what | knew | shouldn't be thinking. "Damn, | think you're in love now, Johnny.” 


Slippery When Wet 


Author's Notes: 
Still fictional xDDD 


| was awakened in the morning by someone ringing the doorbell and opened my eyes to be greeted by the 
bright sunlight that had slipped through the window, in spite of me having pulled the blinds down. | moaned 
loudly and turned around to look at the alarm clock while | rubbed my eyes and yawned sleepily. "Ten to 
eleven? It's that late? Shit.! H's got to be John outside!" Suddenly, | was wide awake, sitting up straight in bed, 
tossing my blanket aside so it landed on the floor, and stumbled up on my feet. There was only one relatively 
large room, which in itself was great for a one-roomer, but it looked like a bombshell and | scorned myself 
inwardly, | was supposed to have woken up earlier so | could clean up a little, but | must've forgotten to set 


the clock. 


‘Wait, I'm comin! | yelled as | started running around like a headless chicken, trying not to tip anything over 
while | frantically picked clothing and trash up off the floor. | pressed the clothes down into the laundry basket 
as best as | could, and the garbage | tried to get into the already overflowing trashcan. When I'd managed 
getting the room to look reasonably presentable, except for the dirty dishes that stood scattered in piles all 
over the top of the sink and kitchen-counter, | hurried to get dressed, quickly slipping my white T-shirt with 
the black peace-logo on, and the same shorts l'd worn to the beach. | hurried into the bathroom and took a 
quick look in the mirror, brushed through my hair but it still decided to stand on end so | gave up on it, and 
then | headed towards the door, straightening my clothes and unlocking it. 


‘Hey,’ said Jon, and held up one hand to wave at me, with a broad grin plastered to his face as he eyed me 


from head to toe and giggled a little. ‘Ya just woke up, huh? Sorry I'm early, | just don't like to be late: 


| smiled a little sheepishly, and felt my heart beginning to beat faster in my chest. ‘Don't worry, | woulda set 
the alarm clock, but | musta forgotten it completely, since it didn't ring.. so, yeah, ya kinda woke me up. | 
haven't had the time to clean up or anythin, | came home late from work last night, but ya can come in if you 


wanna. l'm just gonna have some breakfast, and we can get started with the car-washin': 


| stepped aside to let him through and allow him to take a look around. | felt like a real filthy motherfucker, not 
that there was too much trash left, but | could only guess what he was thinking, he seemed to be a pretty 
tidy guy. My apartment was pretty much all full, it contained a worn and stained leather sofa at one end and 
in front of it a tiny TV. At the other end of the room stood my bed pushed up against the wall with floral 
duvet covers, which felt a little embarrassing at the moment, and beside the bed stood my shelf, filled to the 
brim with LP- and EP-records. On a shelf hanging on the wall above the small dining table, all my cassette 
tapes were lined up, and at the same table stood an equally small chair. | wasn't normally in need of two chairs, 
since | didn't usually bring people over, but | felt that if Jon was going to visit more regularly - as | hoped was 


the case - maybe it was time to purchase another one. Next to the bathroom door was the door to the wall- 


closet, where | kept mostly all of my clothing and my acoustic guitar. | noticed that Jon went straight for my 
record collection and began to study it closely. 


‘Is it okay if | pick out and have a look at some of these.” he asked, looking at me with a shy expression, as 
he fiddled a bit with the plastic covers of one of the records that stood out more than the others, the Rolling 
Stones, | could Tell. 


| nodded at him. ‘Course it is, look all you want, it's for free, | chuckled as | went to pick up a carton of milk 
from the small refrigerator and a cereal box from the even smaller pantry to put them on the table. | 
couldn't help but glance at him as he stood and read the titles and tracks on my records, judging by the 
records he looked the most at that he had as good a taste in music as | did. "If you may say so yourself, 
Sambora" Today, he was wearing a light blue tank top that was ripped open at the neckline to reveal his chest, 
but it was much tighter than the one he'd been wearing the last time | saw him and the sleeves were less 
wide. | noted that he had a slim waist and a broad chest to go with those broad shoulders of his. "Damn, he 
really looks like a real man, I'm fucking nuts." He was wearing short shorts today as well, but this pair seemed 
to be his shorts from the beach. They were just as tight as the tank top, and | cautiously studied how the 
curve of his round, firm ass was sticking out, and realized | just wanted to grab it, wanted to find out if it was 


as firm to the touch as it seemed, grasp it with both my hands and just squeeze his asscheeks.. 


"Damn, focus Richie, he's your friend, you can't go on like this, besides he's a dude. You ain't even into guys, 
you got to stop this thing already." | shook my head and ran my hand through my hair while | hurried to fetch 
a bowl and spoon, pouring cereals and milk into the bowl, before | sat down to eat when. That's when | realized 


that John might want something to eat, too. 


‘John, d'ya want anythin’ to eat? There's toast. | got an old toaster mom gave me when | moved out, and 
there's coffee, tea, chocolate, Coke, | suggested, looking up at him. ‘Just tell me what you want, and I'll get it 
for ya’ 


‘| had breakfast before | got here, its alright; he replied, and put the records back in place before he went to 
sit down on the edge of the sofa, which happened to be right at the dinner table, with the cramped space the 
room allowed. He almost looked a little uncomfortable and occasionally glanced around in an almost suspicious 


manner. 


‘Y'know, it feels a bit off that I'm gonna sit here and eat, and just let you wait for me. Take a can of Coke, if 
ya thirsty. l'm guessin’ you rode your bike here? | remembered that John had told me he didn't have a car 
and that he probably would have to take his bike after | gave him the directions, two days earlier at beach. 
My apartment-building-complex wasn't exactly hard to find, after I'd given him the street name and house 


number. 
‘Okay, if you insist, and yeah, | rode here, he smiled and shrugged his shoulders. 


He got up from the couch and walked over to the fridge to pick out a can of Coke, opening it with a slight 
popping noise, and my eyes wandered down to his ass again, down to his strong, taut thighs, and they looked 


just as firm as his ass did. "What if | could stroke those thighs, feel them in my hands, get to cup his crotch 
and just.. cut it out!" | squeezed my eyes shut and tried to push all the intrusive thoughts away, before 
opening them to stare down into the bowl of cereals while | started shoving the food into my mouth, as if the 


bowl held the answers to the mysteries of life itself. 


He went back to settle on the couch again, drinking slowly and sitting with his legs spread wide apart, so every 
time | glanced at him, | couldn't help but stare and | swallowed harshly, trying to think up something to talk 


about. ‘So.. what did your parents think of you goin’ away to wash some stranger's car? 


‘| didn't tell dad, said John. ‘Mom knows and she thought it would be a good idea for me to try makin’ more 
money doin’ somethin’ else than just lifequardin’ and all. My brothers didn't care much. Anthony wasn't at 
home, he slept at a friend's house, but Matt kept wonderin’ if | was gonna see a girl’ He blushed as he finished 


the sentence, and glanced up at me while sipping on the Coke. 


| nodded and ate in silence, not really knowing how to respond to that. It felt a little awkward since | wanted to 
talk to John, | liked the sound of his voice, and | loved how his laughter made me feel all tingly on the inside. 
When I'd finished | hurried to put the empty bowl away, piling it on top of the tower of the dishes and 
stretched my arms, yawning loudly and not noticing that my shirt slid up a bit. When | looked back at him 
again, | noticed that his eyes seemed glued to the small gap between my T and shorts where my belly was 
peeking out, and | scratched it a little, raising an eyebrow. He immediately turned away. "God, he's so cute, this 
is insane, you shouldn't be thinking this way, Sambora .. but he really is adorable." 


‘So.. let's get up and see what we can do about my crappy car, huh? ‘| said at last, and clapped my hands 
together. He looked up at me and nodded, beaming brightly as he straightened his clothes out a little and 


ruffled his hair when he got up a second time. 
‘Where do | toss this? he wondered, holding the now empty Colacan up and shaking it a little. 


‘Just put it on the table, and I'll get rid of it later, | said and took the bottle from his hand to place it on the 
table. | shuddered a little when our fingers brushed against each other, felt my whole body heat up in a 
familiar way. "What the fuck Richie, you barely touched him at all!" 


‘Alright, that's great, and now | wanna see what | can do about that car of yours,' he giggled and cracked his 
fingers, raising his arms high above his head and leaning back a bit. ‘Should we pick up the stuff we're gonna 
need first? 


‘Yeah, it'd be clever, wait here, | said as | headed to the bathroom to retrieve a pair of sponges, a bottle of 
detergents and a can of degreasers. | had purchased it all on the way home after the day on the beach, and | 
set the different containers on top of the kitchen table along with the sponges, while | hurried to get the 
bucket that I'd already prepared and filled with soaped water the evening before. I'd hoped that John would 
think of me as a tad more thoughtful than | really was, and he did seem a little impressed when | picked up a 
couple of wash cloths which I'd left in the cupboard under the sink and a window scraper for the car windows. 
‘Ya think we got it all set now? | asked. 


He looked over the small collection of various useful gadgets and frowned for a moment before nodding. ‘Yeah, 
seems a lot like it. Where do we wash the car then? In the garage or someplace else?” He looked at me 
questioningly as he walked up to the table and grabbed as many of the gadgets as he could carry, and kept 


glancing at me over the pile of stuff cradled in his arms. 


| chuckled a little at him. ‘Y'saw the lawn near the parking lot, right? | was thinkin’ I'mma park the car up 
there, it's just ‘bout twenty meters away. We'll get more space, and | ain't gonna have to deal with a wet 
garage for the next few weeks to come, never dries up down there: | grabbed the keys out of the top drawer 
of the kitchen counter, and went to unlock the door, let John slip out before me, his arms still full. ‘Hey, I'm 


gonna leave the door unlocked, so you can go get the bucket too, while | back the car out, ‘kay? 


He looked at me and nodded. ‘Yeah, if you press the elevator-button for me, | don't wanna risk fallin! down the 


stairway, | can't see my feet, he chuckled. 


| laughed a little and went to the elevator-doors to push the button for him, and poked his nose. He stuck his 
tongue out at me as the elevator reached our floor and he stepped into it, giggling when the doors went shut 
again | shook my head a litle, feeling the butterflies in my belly and how my entire body was feeling giddy and 
jumpy, | really liked these feelings | got from being so close to him. | hurried down the stairs and out to the 
garage, unlocking the garage-doors, and | saw Jon carrying the stuff to the little grass platelet I'd pointed out, 
where he put the things down on a park bench, and then how he ran back towards the house. "Look at those 
legs, how nicely he's moving, you'd almost think he's an athlete." | sighed before | realized | was just standing 
there daydreaming, and slapped myself on top of my head. 


| focused on what | was supposed to do and went inside the garage to jump in the car and back out on the 
driveway. Once out, | stepped out to lock the door again, got back into the car and drove off to the small lawn 
where | backed the car up to park it. | knew for a fact that | could use the platelet as | wanted because 
there'd been a dispute between two different private properties as to who had the right to it, but the state 
decided none of the parts would have access to it, they declared it a free property. Ridiculous, | know, but hey, 


it was America after all. 


| turned off the engine and got out of the driver's seat to turn and face the car with my hands on my hips. 
Just at that moment John arrived again with the water-bucket. ‘Y‘ain't got a water-hose or somethin’? Itd 
help a bit. Fuck knows how long this bucket is gonna last, considerin’ all the dirt, he said, not sounding the least 


out of breath as he put the bucket down. 


‘Oh, yeah, | do, I'll go get it right away, sorry, | didn't think ‘bout it, | said and gave him a regretful glance 
while shrugging. | got the degreaser from the bench, and picked a cloth up. ‘So, we could start with tryin’ to 
rub this shit all over the car, or else we'll never get rid of the filth, | said as | dipped the cloth into the 
bucket to wet it and squirted some degreaser onto the wet cloth before handing it over to John ‘Try not to 
miss a spot, l'm gonna go back and lock the apartment, | informed before quickly adding, ‘and collect that 


water-hose: 


He nodded again and grinned, kicking his shoes off and walking around to the front of the car, eagerly trying to 
rub the hood of the car in as much as possible with the damp cloth, reaching up to rub the plate around the 
window and placing his right knee against the hood, standing on his tiptoes with one foot on the ground. | 
couldn't help but stare at him while repeating the process with my own cloth to have it ready when | came 
back, then hurried around the car to take the keys out, and | noted how the legs of his shorts slid up a bit so 
| got a clear view of the white line where the tan hadn't reached, guessing that was where his swimming 
trunks would normally go. "Look at how short those goddamn shorts are.. he cant be wearing any underwear, 
you can see every damn curve of his ass.. | wonder if he even realizes it himself how sexy he is, if one had 


only brought a camera now.. " 


| closed my eyes again and took a deep breath. "Oh, come onl" He looked back at me and | gave him a brief 
smile as | turned and hoped he hadn't noticed my perverted staring before | set off back to the apartment, 
rushing up the stairs and locking the door properly this time, before | got a water-hose in the garage and 
placed it in the outdoor tap at the other side of the road, near the lawn. | hurried back to the car and noted 
that he'd climbed up on the hood to rub the roof, and the view | got was not a bad one. 


He was kneeling on top of the hood, leaning forward with his legs wide apart and with that position, there 
wasn't much of his lower body parts left to the imagination. "Oh my God.. if | could just walk up and stretch 
out a hand, cup his crotch from behind and." | couldn't take my eyes off of him, licked my lips slowly and felt 
a bolt to fire hit my groin again, felt it beginning to throb insistently. | swallowed and looked down at my feet, 
trying to ignore the tentative sight right in front of my eyes while | went to get my own washcloth and walked 
around to the back of the car, beginning to smear it up. | noticed how focused he seemed to be on what he 


was doing. "Good, then he probably didn't notice my staring" | sighed in relief. 


‘Hey Richie, did ya find that water-hose? he asked, looking down at me. | looked back up and blushed a little; I'd 
just discovered that if you looked straight through the tailgate you could see how John's crotch was pressing 


up against the front window.. 


‘Wh-what? Uh.. no.. wait, | mean, yeah.!' | stuttered and cleared my throat a bit. ‘Well, | plugged the hose in, so 
don't think about it, sorry if lm a lilt bit off today, I'm feelin’ distraught | apologized. He giggled. 


‘No problem,’ he said and jumped off the car, apparently finished with the degreaser. He bent down and began 
to concentrate on the right side of the car, sticking his ass out, and | felt an overwhelming urge to just slap 
that juicy butt of his. | bit my lip harshly and finished the backside in order to continue with the left side 
opposite of John. He grinned at me through the windows and stuck his tongue again, | just chuckled. 


When we were finished, we dropped the washcloths on the bench and picked up the sponges instead, dipping 
them in the bucket over and over again as we began to rub the car with detergent as well until it was 
covered with white foam, and at that point his shirt was full of gray stains of grease, and mine was too. | 
suspected that I'd probably never get rid of these stains. We started with the car windows as we still had to 
pull over the windows again later on. It didn't take long and | handed him my sponge while | hurried to fetch the 


water-hose and turned it on, while he was waiting at the side of the now completely soaped up car. 


‘Okay, you'll wipe it off, and I'll do the rinsin’, | chuckled triumphantly. He stuck his lower lip out in a childish 
pout and put his hands to his hips, pretending to be sulking. 


‘That ain't fair... I'll be soakin’ wet before we're halfway through.’ he protested, but he couldn't keep a straight 
face, soon beginning to snicker uncontrollably, and he dipped one of the sponges in the soaped water of the 
bucket before tossing in at the side of my head, the sponge hitting me with a loud splash, the droplets raining 


down on me. 


| stared at him for a moment, with a dumbfounded expression, and he laughed loudly, understandably, since | 
must've looked pretty stupid at the moment, but while he was busy laughing, | took the opportunity to turn 
the hose in his direction and spray him from head to toe. He squealed since the water was freezing cold, and 
looked down at his clothes which were now glued to his wet skin, and his hair sticking to his face. "Oh, | like the 
way his nipples are looking." | thought as | saw then stiff nubs poke against the fabric of his wet tank top. He 


looked up at me, shivering a little as he raised an eyebrow. ‘Was that really necessary? 


‘Well, now you won't have to worry ‘bout gettin’ wet, | snickered and shrugged, running my hand through the 
foamy hair at the side of my head. He just shook his head at me and smiled, rolling his eyes. He began wiping 
the car while | rinsed it, splashing him down some more. When he was finished with the back of the car, John 
waved a hand at me and motioned at me to stop. 


‘Wait! he said, and | lowered the water hose, wondering what | was waiting for. | watched as he pulled his 
soaked shirt over his head and dropped it to the ground. It gave off a squishy sound as it hit the grass, and | 
let my gaze wander to his bare chest, eyes widening. He was really hairy, a thick layer looking almost like a 
carpet all the way down to the waistband of his shorts, and | noticed that his nipples were round and stiff 
where they peeped out through the forest of hair. He really had a perfect body. | wondered how it would feel 
to nip those pink buds with my teeth, dip my tongue into his belly button.. and | felt my groin beginning to 
throb again, how the heat spread through the lower half or my body. "Shit, cut it out, since when are you 


getting the hots for men?" He gave me two thumbs up and continued to rub the car clean 


Now, one could actually tell that the car was in fact green, at least in the back. He continued with the right 
side, wiping it just as carefully. | noted that he was soaked in water by now, and | was sweating under the 


burning sun. ‘You want some help? | wondered. 


He looked at me. ‘Yeah, you can help me with the hood, it's dirty as fuck, I'd really appreciate it, he proposed 


with a grin. 


| put the hose down and hurried to pick up the second sponge to go and help him. He turned towards me, but 
as | made my way there | found the grass to be really slippery, drenched in water and soap. One second | was 
coming towards him, the next | found | couldn't get a proper foothold and | slipped. | closed my eyes tightly and 
knew | was about to make a fool of myself in front of him, already feeling my face flaring bright red. | 
grabbed the first thing | could get a hold of and heard a faint thud, but realized that | was pressed up against 
something soft, not the wet grass as I'd expected, and that | was still in an upright position. it felt as if | was 
leaning against somebody else.. 


Slowly, | opened my eyes to stare into his big blue, widened orbs. | felt his crotch pressing lightly against my 
thigh, and was surprised at how soft it felt, how my own crotch was pressed against the side of his flat 
stomach. My hand was resting diagonally across his upper arm and chest, and | felt the furry hair against my 
palm, along with one of the stiff nipples. Our faces were so close that | felt breath spiriting against my lips, 
hot and quick as his mouth was hanging open | licked my lips, let my eyes dart across his face and inhaled his 


scent, letting it fill my nostrils. The closeness made me tremble. 


"He's so tiny, he feels so fragile.. look at those eyes, they have to be the most beautiful eyes on the planet, 
look at those lips, what if you were to try to kiss them.. just a little, to see if they're as soft as they look.. 
come on." My head just kept going on and on, and | noticed how he wasn't moving, wasn't trying to push me 
away, it seemed almost like he actually wanted me to try something. It was only then that | realized what it 
was we were really doing and | quickly straightened up to pull back from him, my eyes dropping to the ground. 
He turned away from me, hid his face behind the wet curtain of hair while he reverted to scrubbing, not 


saying another word. 


We finished the work under an uncomfortable silence. | wanted to say something, to apologize, but | found no 
words. After we were done, he picked all the stuff up in the now empty bucket and | let the car stand where 
I'd parked it so it would dry off in the sun during the final hours of day. Sure it was still dented and scratched 
every here and there, but now it was at least clean. | looked up at the clear, cloudless sky and sighed heavily, 


noticing that he was studying me, but he quickly turned his head away again when | looked back at him. 


‘John? | said as we'd put everything back in its places, tossed the used cloths and sponges in the trashes and 
sat down by the kitchen table in the small room once again. This time he was settled on the chair and | was 
sitting at the edge of the sofa He peered cautiously up at me and | smiled nervously. ‘Wait a moment, | said. 
He had hung his wet shirt to dry at the open kitchen window and | went to get him a towel, handing it over to 
him when | came back and he immediately wrapped it around his shoulders, pulling it up over his head so | 


could barely see his face except for the pink tinted tip of his nose, his full lips and those huge blue eyes. 


‘Better?! | asked, stretching out an arm out to ruffle the towel on top of his head. He giggled in that sweet 
manner he had again and nodded at me. ‘I'm sorry ‘bout what happened earlier.. | tripped, and | didn't mean to.. 


y'know.. | continued, chewing nervously on the inside of my cheek. 


‘ts okay, l.. just thought you were mad at me or somethin'.. "he whispered shyly and continued to peek up at 


me. 


‘Why'd | be mad at you? | was the one who stumbled, it was an accident, | said softly and saw how his face lit 
up. ‘Hey, | was thinkin’.. we've had a pretty fun time, bein’ together and we're s'posed to go to the movies on 
Saturday, right? Maybe we should give each other our phone numbers..? | proposed hopefully. 


He looked at me and smiled widely with that charming, amazingly bright smile of his. ‘Yeah, that would be a 
great idea, d'ya got a pen and paper, then? he asked and looked curiously around. 


| turned to the side to dig out a pencil stub and a piece of paper from one of the kitchen-drawers and place 
the things on the table in front of him. ‘Here ya go: | winked at him. 


He blushed and picked up the pen at once, tearing the piece of paper in two parts to write down his name and 


number on one of them and then pass it all back to me. ‘There, now you write your number too: 


| hurriedly obeyed him, quickly scribbling down name and number. | handed him the tiny note, and he accepted 
it, studying it closely. | did the same, surprised at how detailed and accurate his handwriting was, stroking the 
paper with my thumbs as | held onto it. ‘| hope you won't mind if | call ya every now and then? | said happily. 


He shook his head. ‘Not at all, you can call whenever you wanna: | poked his nose again, and if | hadn't known 
better, | would have sworn he was blushing. He sure was blushing a lot... ‘Alright, you wanna watch some TV or 
somethin’?! 


The rest of our time together was spent in front of the TV or listening to some of my discs, | had placed my 
turntable beneath the bed since | didn't have any room for it elsewhere. We were talking about everything and 
nothing, just like the last time we'd been together, but by nine o'clock, he decided it was time for him to go 

home, he'd stayed for too long he said, and he was afraid that his parents would scorn him when he got back 


home. 


‘Will ya call me tomorrow? Or tonight? | won't be at work until late, like twelve some time, | said a little timidly 
as | stood in the doorway and looked at him. He'd put his shoes on again, stuffed the note and a few dollars I'd 
payed him with in the pocket of his now dry shorts and tossed the wet tank over one of his shoulders. 


‘Yeah, I'm gonna call you, he reassured and gave me a long hug, looping his arms around my neck and pulling 
me in tightly against himself. | wrapped my arms around his waist and hugged him back just as tightly, took a 
hesitant sniff of his hair. It felt so right, and when | had to let him go, the disappointment washed over me, 
and | didn't even understand why. He waved me a quick goodbye and set off down the stairs. | went to the open 
window, looking out and following him with my gaze while he unlocked his bike and got on it to start making his 
way home, kept my eyes on him until he disappeared into the gloom of the evering. "I could easily get used to 
this, just hanging out with him, he's such a great guy and he's funny, too. | think | like him.. yeah, | like him, | 
really, really do.. | wonder if he likes me too.. probably not, such a beautiful boy, he could have whoever he 


wants. Why would he care about a poor mofo like me..?" | sighed sadly and window. 


Confusion and Guilt 


Author's Notes: 
Two chapter\'s in one day, yet again xDD It won\'t become a habit, but | had it finished so | thought what the 
hell? And it\'s still fictional :) 


‘tm home!" | shouted as | stepped through the front door with my soaked shirt slung over one shoulder. | 
kicked off my shoes, since my dad didn't allow us to wear shoes indoors, and placed them on the shoe rack My 
head was swirling with thoughts. | couldn't stop thinking about what had just happened, of how much fun Richie 
and | had had together, and | stuck my hand down my pocket just to reassure myself that the crumpled note 
with his phone number scribbled down was still secure in there. It was and | knew he'd kept his own note as 
well. | smiled to myself, thinking that I'd call him later in the evening just to talk to him again, like he'd 
suggested. I'd thought he'd be mad with me because of the little mishap earlier while we washed the car, but 
he hadn't been bothered with it. He'd brushed it off, and deep inside, | hoped that it was because maybe, 
maybe he liked me a little bit too. | knew it was naive to think that way, but | couldn't help myself. | longed so 
badly for Saturday night and our upcoming cinema-visit that it almost made my heart ache. 


My mom appeared in the doorway, leaning against the doorpost and looking me over from head to toe, crossing 
her arms, but the gesture was done in the soft way she had. ‘Where have you been, Johnny? It's ten o'clock in 
the evening, your brothers are already asleep, and you aren't even wearing your shirt, lucky you dad isn't 


home yet, ‘she said, looking a bit thoughtfully at me. 


‘| was workin’, washin' the car for a friend, like | told ya last night, | replied, and shrugged my shoulders a 
little. Mom only behaved this way when dad wasn't there. As soon as my father showed up, she'd slip away, 
barely speak to me, not even look at me. As if I'd done something wrong. All the rules of the house were his, 
and the person who didn't do as he'd said would regret it. I'd rather not regret anything today. | knew he'd be 
furious with me if | dripped water onto his expensive carpets, so instead of going straight to my room as |'d 
first thought, | went outside again and stood on the stairs to squeeze the slight amount water still remaining 
out of the shirt that I'd been wearing earlier when | helped Richie with the car, and hung it out to dry on the 
railing before | walked through the door again. 


‘Dad'll probably be asking you some questions when he gets home, Johnny, said mom, giving me a dejected and 
sad look. | simply nodded at her as a response, before | hurried up the stairs to my room, wanting to change 


into warmer clothes. 


The shorts I'd put on had seemed like a great choice earlier in the morning, but now that they were sweaty 
and damp from the bike-ride, they felt uncomfortable and tight in all the wrong places. | quickly shut the door 
behind myself and peeled off my shorts, enjoyed the newfound freedom of being buck naked. | crossed the 
room to dig something useful out of one of my dresser drawers. | found a pair of loose sweatpants and my T- 


shirt with the Superman logo. That would have to do and | quickly dressed up again. | considered putting some 


underwear on at first but dropped the idea, | figured dad wouldn't be looking at my ass either way, so he 
wouldn't be able to tell if | was wearing boxers or not. Thats what | hoped, at least. | also took the opportunity 
to pick out the small note, and the dollar bills Richie had paid me with, and placed it all on top of the bed. 


My room was quite small, like a scrub and filled to the brim. My bed was pushed up against the wall beneath 
the little window, and | noticed that my mother must have come inside sometime during the day and made my 
bed for me as she sometimes did. She'd changed the sheets too, | noted Under the bed | kept my big paper- 
boxes full of LP- and EP-records and my cassette tapes, lined up much like those Richie were keeping in his 
apartment, and on the nightstand stood my boom-box and my alarm clock, as did a half-full glass of water. 
Along the wall opposite the bed was the door and left to it stood my bookshelf. Opposite to my friend's and 
family's beliefs | loved to read, and | don't just mean comic books or playboy-magazines like most guys my age, 
| read real books, and | preferred detective stories and thrillers. At the far-off bedside on what little space 
that was left | kept the old bureau | stuck my clothes in, it contained four drawers, and each of them was so 
overfull with clothing that it was impossible to shut them properly. | decided to read a book and picked up the 
one | was currently halfway through, it was lying on floor next to the nightstand but it appeared mom had 
shut it for me. "Thanks a lot mom." | sighed, | had no idea which page l'd been on 


Instead of reading as had been my first thought | lost my interest in it and decided to go down-stairs again, 
but first | grabbed a rubber-band from the little small plastic container | kept on the second shelf, stacked 
between some books, that I'd just use to place some random trivia in, and pulled my hair back in a high 
ponytail. It was still damp, so it felt better to avoid getting it in my face and | closed the door behind me 
before | ran down the stairs again to go grab something to eat. | went into the kitchen, and felt the cold tiled 
floor against my bare feet, opened the fridge to see if | could find something edible. Indeed, | found a yogurt 
carton and decided to pour myself a bowl. | closed the fridge and put the carton on the kitchen table while | 
went to get a porcelain bowl from one of the upper cabinets and a spoon out of the silverware drawer. While | 
sat down in the gloom at the kitchen table, with the small lamp in the window as my only light, and started 
eating, enjoying the cool yogurt and how it contrasted against the heated air of the room, | began thinking 
about Richie again. 


"Damn, this is crazy. You've got to try hiding this better, or he's going to find out that you're into him. You 
saw the playboy-magazines he kept in his car, surely you're not thinking that he'll suddenly start liking guys 
just ‘cause you've got a little crush on him? You've got to end it here, if you want to keep him as your 
friend" But | couldn't help it, | couldn't stop thinking about how soft his crotch had felt pressed against my 
stomach, how good it had felt with his thigh rubbing up against my own crotch, his lips had been so close to 
mine, his warm breath ghosting across my face, his eyes had looked straight into mine.. | felt an electric bolt 
surge through my entire body and it made me shudder, feeling my groin beginning to throb and pulsate slowly. 
"Stop it John, think of something else. Though he smells so sweet, his skin is so smooth, his hair is so soft, his 
lips look so inviting." 


Lost in that little world of my own, | didn't notice that my dad got home, and | continued to eat from the 
contents of my bowl, daydreaming about how Richie would maybe, hopefully start liking me too. | wished for it 
so badly. | didn't notice the car driving up the driveway or the engine stopping, didn't pay any attention to the 
heavy steps against the gravel path leading to the front porch, didn't register the door opening and closing, the 


voices filtering through the open doorway. It was only when somebody lit the ceiling lamp in the kitchen that | 
became aware of my father's presence. | jumped a bit as he startled me and looked up at him with wide, 
anxious eyes. | didn't know whether he'd be in a good mood, or bad mood tonight. | was hoping for the first 
option. He looked at me with an expressionless face, already judging me by my appearance. | swallowed harshly, 
feeling insecure and waiting for him to say something, shifting a little nervously on the chair, trying to smile 


at him. 


‘Hey dad, | didn't hear you comin’, | said while getting to put the yogurt carton in the fridge again and then 
pick up my bowl, turning on the faucet and starting wash it off, carefully. "Dear God, make him go away, please 
don't let him say anything. Please, | don't want to hear any more of that shit, not today, not now when I'm 
feeling so good about myself, when I'm so happy, please, don't make him stay." | was praying silently to myself. 


‘John, | want to talk to you, he said, and | immediately put down the bowl and clenched my fists, took a deep 
shaky breath before sighing quietly. | turned off the tap again and spun around to face him, leaning back 
against the sink, but | no looking up at him. 


‘tm listenin’; | said and waited with an uncomfortable tightening at the pit of my stomach, anxiously chewing on 
my lower lip. | was wishing he wouldn't tell me anything discouraging, derogatory or patronizing, but | knew it 


was a pointless wish. 


"I just spoke to your mother, said dad as he dropped the car-keys in the little glass bowl that sat on the 
windowsill where he always kept them. ‘| heard you got a new "friend" who you washed the car for today, and 


that you came home just a little while ago, is that correct? 


| nodded my head slowly. ‘Yeah, that's right: "Just give him short and direct answers, take it easy and he'll let 
you go soon enough." But what if he started asking me about Richie? What if he decided that Richie was bad 


company and a bad influence? What if | never got to see Richie again? | felt the fear well up inside. 


‘What kind of a person is this man you're hanging out with now? | guess you're bored of David and Dorothea, 
since you're looking for different company? You need to see to your duties, John, you know how you are, you 
cannot look after yourself, you must understand that | cannot allow you to take yourself liberties enough to 
associate with just anybody,’ said my father, giving me a harsh, stern look joined by a frown, folding his arms 
across his chest. ‘Look at my face when I'm talking to you, John, he added brusquely. 


| looked up at him with a timid expression and swallowed again, because my mouth had gone dry, while | let my 
hands slide down my pockets. 'I met a guy at the beach a couple of days ago, | ran into him by accident when | 
was on duty. He thought it was his fault so he invited me to lunch the very same day, paid for me and all, and 
| offered to wash his car today in return. But he paid me for that too, and l.. asked him to come with me 
Saturday when I'm going to the movies.. | explained quietly. 


| saw how my father pursed his lips and shook his head at me. ‘| haven't agreed to this, John. You know what | 
think of it, and you know nothing of this.. man. You don't know who he is, he might just as well be a junkie. 
What if he drags you along into his crazy living, and you'll begin drinking and gambling as well, or whatever it is 


he's concerning himself with: 


‘Richie isn't like that! | protested, raising my voice as | took a few steps towards him, glaring fiercely. That's 
when | realized that I'd just been talking back to dad, quickly snapping my mouth shut and hoping he would let it 
pass unnoticed, just this one time. But | could already see the fire in my father's eyes that it wasn't okay, I'd 
crossed the line. "Fuck John, you have to learn to shut up! This won't do!" 


He walked up to me and took a firm hold of my arm, pulling me closer to him and staring me down with an icy 
cold glare, shaking me harshly. ‘You shouldn't be so bloody cheeky, you need to learn manners at some point! | 
let you stay in my house, under my roof, and | feed you! And here you go, thanking me by dropping out of 
school, and thinking you may waltz around in some sort of goddamn.. dream world! Where you think you can do 
as you goddamn please! You dress like a nine-to-five hooker, and then you wonder why the hell | won't let you 
hang out with people! And you're acting like a fucking five year old! How do you think | should be able to let 
you out into this world and not be ashamed of you?! Huh?! He grabbed both my shoulders and kept shaking 
me violently. ‘You're my oldest son, and people wonder how my daughter is doing, they're mocking me and 
whispering behind my back because of you! Do you understand? Do you understand?! He yelled right in my 
face, some of his saliva hitting my cheek as | stared at him with wide, terrified eyes. 


| bit my lower lip in a futile attempt to stop it from trembling, felt the tears welling up in my eyes to prickle 
at the corners, and how a lump of sorrow began to form in my throat. My arms were aching like hell, feeling 
sore where he kept his rough grip on me, and | knew | would get huge bruises, but | just couldn't force the 
tears back. He wrinkled his nose, curled his upper lip at me while | felt the cool tears streaming down my 
warm cheeks, avoiding his glare. My own father was disgusted with me, disappointed in me, it hurt so bad | 


thought | might as well die right then and there. 


‘You're pathetic, John. You don't just dress like a common tramp, like a whore, you act like one too, showing 
yourself off like some prostitute just so people can stare at you to get their jollies off. Grow up, life's not a 
game. Straighten up, cut that damn hair of yours, stop whining and be a man about it. Make yourself useful 
for once. But | guess it's hard for a slut to be a man You'll never become a man, you little filthy crybaby,' he 
snorted and let go of me, almost shoving me to the floor as if | was infected with the plague, and as if he'd 
catch whatever he thought was wrong with me just by residing in my presence. 


"A whore, that's what you are, a naive, childish whore. Don't you ever fucking learn? Richie's got to be thinking 
you're ridiculous and slutty, he's probably just feeling sorry for you, thats why he sticks around, he does it 
‘cause he wants to make you happy. You stupid motherfucker!" | squeezed my eyes tightly shut and felt more 
tears faling from my eyes, sobbing quietly and then | rushed out of the room, past my mother who was 
standing in the hallway with a repentant expression on her face, and away from my father, from his cold 


unfeeling sneer, upstairs to slam the door closed, throw myself on the bed and bury my face in the pillow. 


| despised the way he treated me, hated couldn't just accept me for who | was. But more than anything, | was 
frightened. | was so afraid that my father would never let me see Richie again, terrified that the friendship | 
and Richie had found would be forever lost. | wept silently with my cheek pressed against the soft pillow, 

sobbing until my eyes were stinging and | had no tears left to cry. With a tear-streaked face, | sat up in bed 


and rubbed my cheeks with my palms, trying to recollect my scattered thoughts while | let my hair loose 
again and ran my fingers through it. | looked down at the little piece of paper that still lay beside me on the 
blanket, picked it up and stroked it with my fingertips, studying Richie's handwriting as | smiled sadly. 


| got up off the bed and sneaked out of the room, looking around to make sure the coast was clear and that | 
had remained unseen | went to the phone that was placed top of a high stool that no one ever used, in the 
middle of the hallway, and disconnected it from the outlet, hauled it up under my arm while | quickly slipped 
back inside my room, shutting the door again, and plugged the plug into the outlet behind the nightstand, sitting 
down cross-legged at the middle of the bed and picking the note up once more. | sucked on my bottom lip and 
thought over what I'd say to him. | didn't want to hesitate when calling Richie and talking to him, | just wanted 
to hear his voice. "Just call him, John, the rest comes naturally, just call He won't mind it, and you can always 
blame it on how you both need to do some planning for Saturday night. Use that as an excuse. If you do get to 
see him on Saturday, that is..." 


| felt a little uneasy again after thinking the last line, but without further ado | typed in the number I'd been 
given and waited anxiously, while | was holding the receiver up against my ear and listening to the sound of the 
signals going through, twisting the phone cord between my fingers. One ring, two rings, three rings. | felt the 
nervousness grow inside, feeling a bit jumpy, and licked my lips, trying to keep calm though | was already 
breathing faster. And suddenly, after five signals had gone through, someone picked up the phone at the other 
end. 


‘Sambora,’ said Richie, sounding a bit breathless. | giggled in pure delight, | couldn't help myself. 


‘Hi, it's John." | said a little shyly, and laid back down on the bed, staring up at the ceiling while waiting for him 
to say something more, tapping with my free hand against my thigh. 


| heard him chuckle a bit. ‘Oh, its you callin’ me this late? | thought it was a bit odd, little boys like you have 
no sense of time, didn't think ya were gonna have the balls to do it, he joked. 


‘Hey! I'm not that young, fucker! | giggled again and blushed, feeling warm on the inside. | loved how he was 
teasing me. 'I was actually callin’ to talk to you ‘bout Saturday, how we're gonna stack it out. Dad.. he doesn't 
like me to hang out with somebody | don't really know, he said. | sighed a little dejectedly. "I hope dad lets me 


see him after all, | really want to see him, | want to be with him. | like him so much.." 


‘Oh... | see.. ya said your dad was strict, huh.. but you can't like, persuade him? He might listen then? Richie 
suggested, but he sounded a bit insecure as well. | was hoping that he didn't think | was making up excuses, | 
really wanted to go out with him. 


| sighed again and hoped Richie believed me, felt the lump growing back in my throat again. ‘| tried to persuade 
dad, but he's.. difficult. Ill ask mom if she can talk to him, or if my little brothers are at home, | might get 


them to distract him, so | can sneak out. | really wanna go with you, Richie. | assured. 


| heard it in his voice that he was smiling when he spoke again, but he still sounded disappointed somehow. ‘But 


John, | don't want ya gettin’ in trouble ‘cause of me. He's right, we barely know each other, maybe we should 


wait and give it some more time, huh? ' 


‘Nol | protested immediately, my cheeks flushing. ‘I-| mean.. | think it can be arranged, don't worry ‘bout it.. 
"Damn, now you've really given yourself away, he's going to get it now, get that you like him. He's going to 


figure out how desperate you are, you're screwed" 


‘Okay, if you say so, | believe you. I'd love to see you too.’ he said and his tone appeared to be almost 
embarrassed. ‘But hey, | was thinkin’, if we're to go and see a movie and all that, | could pick you up because 
ya still payin’ for the tickets, right? We did wash my car up after all, as much as is possible’ He chuckled a 
bit. 


| chuckled back, felt the butterflies in my stomach fluttering around again and how my happiness just bubbled 
up inside of me. It was crazy, how happy he made me feel, and | caught myself thinking back to earlier during 
the day, and how close we'd been, how his body had been pressing against mine, his hand against my chest, the 
tip of his nose that had almost touched mine.. | shuddered again, felt how for the third time in one day, my 
crotch began throbbing with need. 


‘Yeah, you're right about that. You want the directions to go with that? | wondered and giggled while | crossed 
my legs, trying to focus on something other than my heated lower body. 


‘Yeah, that'd be real nice, so | know how to find you, he agreed and giggled as well. "Wait? He's giggling again? 
Its really not like him." 


| nodded to myself and thought for a moment about how | would describe the way properly so he would 
understand the area. ‘Okay, y'know where the residential area we crossed is located, right? | live in a similar 
area, so if you drive along the main route through Jersey, right across the city from where your apartment- 


complex is, you'll show up at the same McDonald's where we had lunch, are ya with me so far? 


‘tm with you, wait a second, he replied, as | heard how he put the phone down and then some rustling and 
rattling in the background before his voice reappeared. ‘There, | picked up a pen. What was it you said? The 


main route through Jersey and I'll arrive at McDonald's? 


‘Yeah, that's it, and once you get there, turn left and drive a couple of blocks before taking a right turn. Then 
you should get into another residential area with a bit cheaper villas, once there, run about 500 meters and 
turn to the left then take a left turn again at the first crossroad you spot. The second house on the right, 
halfsized and painted white. That's where |: 


‘Okay, like this? Turn left, two blocks, right turn, residential area, 500 meters ahead, turn left, then left again 
and the second house to the right. That's where you live, he repeated, double-checking. 


‘That's right where | live, yeah, | giggled again. Suddenly, | heard footsteps coming up the stairs, and my 
anxiety grew, my stomach tying itself up in tight knots. ‘Look, | gotta run now, but we'll see each other on 


Saturday night, right? I'll call again tomorrow? | offered. 


‘Alright, that's fine with me, see ya on Saturday and | can call tomorrow before | go to work,’ he said with a 


hopeful tone in his voice. 


‘Yeah, please do that, so we can talk some more, | said happily, feeling another bolt of need going straight down 
to my crotch, | noticed that I'd grown hard, blushing brightly to myself as | noticed my tenting pants. "Good 
thing he's not here, wouldn't have been all that fun if he'd seen me like this. Think about something else." ‘Bye 
Richie... | murmured a little shyly. 


He sounded just as shy as | did when he said, ‘Bye John . and hung up the phone. | lay there for a moment 
with the receiver pressed against my ear, trying to take in what had been said, before | put the phone down 
on the floor and closed my eyes. | listened closely, my heart beating like a drum when something rustled 
outside my door for a moment, and then the steps continued to head away, and | heard the door of mom and 
dad's bedroom open and close. | sighed gratefully, feeling relieved that no one was going to come in and ask me 


why I'd snatched the phone in the first place. 


With my parents out of the way, | dropped every thought of discomfort, and instead | let my thoughts wander 
back to the very same moment that had haunted me all day, fantasizing of what could have happened when 
Richie had me accidentally trapped between his own sweaty body and the wet hood of the car, thinking of what 
| would have wanted to happen. | imagined how warm and soft his lips would feel against mine, how his moist 
Tongue would slip into my mouth, how | would finally get to taste him, and | wondered what it would be like, 
imagining how his hands would grab my shoulders, how he would rub his crotch against my stomach and | 
would rub my own right back against his thigh.. | felt my entire body tingle at the thought of getting to be so 
close to him, letitng one hand slide downwards, gently rubbing my palm against the tented front of my pants. 
"God, it feels so good." 


| shuddered and sucked in a deep shaky breath, imagining it was his hand and not my own, imagining how he 

would whisper sweet nothings in my ear, imagining the way his lips would travel across the skin of my neck, 
kissing it tenderly, lapping at it. | felt goosebumps break out all across my body, and pulled my pants down a 
bit, continuing to rub at myself, letting my fingertips graze all of the most sensitive spots, feeling my entire 


groin area burn with pleasure. 


| started to slowly and loosely stroke myself, biting down on my lower lip to stifle my heavy breathing, sucking 
in air through my nose since my brothers Matt and Anthony shared the room next to mine and | wouldn't 
want to wake them up. | let my free hand take a firm hold of the bedside. "He takes me in his hand, tells me 
he loves me, tells me he wants me, that I'm his forever, and | let him do it.. tell him | love him too, that it 
feels so good, that | want more.. he goes faster, faster, so fast | don't know where to turn, and it's so good, 
so good.. | take him in my palm, give him the same satisfaction in return.. he moans loudly, and | can see the 


lust flaring in his eyes as they lock onto mine..." 


It didn't take me long until | was thrusting up against my fist, the thought of how beautiful he must be looking 


when falling over the edge and losing himself playing before my inner vision, and it was more than | could take. 


| was so close, everything felt so incredibly great and the sweat was pouring down my forehead, the whole 
world was on fire, my entire body was pulsating with each heartbeat and suddenly it all just stopped in an 
explosion | whimpered quietly as the hot, sticky heat sprayed my palm, and slumped back down onto the bed, 
gasping for air. | felt my arms and legs trembling uncontrollably, the shame welling up inside of me. "Nice job, 
you get a new friend and the first thing you do when you get to know him is fantasize about him and jerk off 
to those fantazies. What if he'd find out about this, what do you think he'd be thinking of you afterwards? Do 
you think he'd be able to ever stand looking at you again?" 


| felt so terribly ashamed, the lump forming back in my throat again and | swallowed harshly, opening my eyes 
and looking down at myself, spotting the mess in my hand. | felt pathetic. "Dad is right, I'm not a real man. Real 
men don't cry for nothing, real men don't get horny thinking about their male friends, real men don't dress like 
whores." | felt like a despicable person as | sat up on the bed after having spent some time recovering, pulling 
my pants up again with my clean hand while | sighed and got out of bed. | left the room to head for the 
bathroom and well there | washed my hands thoroughly at the sink, using loads of soap and scrubbing my 
palms so hard they began smarting, but | still felt dirty, worthless and ashamed. | couldn't get rid of that 
feeling, and it made me feel sick, almost to the point where | needed to throw up. | looked myself over in the 
mirror while wiping my hands on one of the towels that hung lined along the wall, ruffled my hair and rubbed 
my temples, trying to squeeze the guilt and remorse out of my mind, but it was impossible. | felt the tears 
well up in my eyes again, but decided not to cry. "It's unmanly, cut it out" Not that it helped much to think like 
that. 


| heard the floorboards creak outside of the open door and looked up quickly, panicking and fearing that it might 
be my dad. But it wasn't, instead, mom was standing there, looking at me with her sad, resigned eyes. ‘What 
are you doing up at this hour, Johnny? It's really late,’ she said with an affectionate tone | her voice, a tone 


she only sported when dad couldn't hear her. 


‘Couldn't sleep... | mumbled quietly and looked away, but | knew that she'd already spotted the tears in my eyes. 
| rubbed my face with the back of my hand and sniffled a little, trying not to snot and appear even more 
childish. 


‘Come here,' she demanded, but in a tender way, and took a few steps towards me to let her arms wrap 
around me, and | immediately leaned my chin against her shoulder, hiding my face in her hair and breathing in 
her scent. | let her hold me and rock me gently. No, she didn't defend me, but | still loved it when she 
comforted me, | still loved her, and | knew that she too was afraid of dad's rage. She kissed my cheek and 


whispered soothing words in my ear. 


‘There, there, Johnny.. I'm here, my baby.’ she whispered as she comforted me, stroking my hair. | nodded and 
rested my hands on her upper arms, shutting my eyes and beginning to sob a little, letting her take care of 
me while the tears streamed down my cheeks to wet them all over again. | felt so confused. ‘| love you, 


Johnny, hush, don't listen to what dad's telling you, you're perfect just the way you are.. 


| couldn't reply, so | just shook my head, | knew she'd heard every word my father had said to me before, and 
what he'd called me. | felt her hand glide gently over the dark bruises on my upper arms before moving back 


to caress my back. | sighed quietly, and sniffled again, rubbing my cheek against hers. 


She pulled away a bit to place her hands on my cheeks and wipe my tears away with her thumbs, smiling up 
at me. ‘| talked to your father, and everything's alright. | noticed how much this Richie means to you, he 
seems like a very nice boy. It's okay for you to see him Saturday night, and take him to the movies, dad 
agreed to it, she said. 


| stared wide-eyes at her, and just gaped. ‘Is that true..? | felt the happiness well up inside of me, my heart 


feeling as if about to burst, and | knew she could tell how excited | was. 


She nodded and stroked my cheek. ‘It's true. So don't dwell anymore on that, sweetheart. Go to bed and get 


some sleep instead, you're supposed to get up early to go to work tomorrow: 


| smiled at her and nodded before kissing her forehead and going back to my room, felt my heart beating 
steadily in my chest from the mere anticipation, while | undressed and crawled beneath the soft blankets, 


desperately wanting Saturday to arrive soon. "Oh God, l'm so in love with Richie.. what do | do now..?" 


A Night at the Movies 


Author's Notes: 
The long anticipated Sth chapter, enjoy, and yes, still fictional xD 


At seven o'clock that Saturday evening, | was waiting outside in my car, which I'd been doing my best to try 
keeping clean and tidy after John had helped me wash it. The car still looked like it was on it's way to the 
junkyard, but I'd tidied the insides up as well, so as of now it was representable. | drummed my fingers against 
the steering wheel as | waited, with the nervousness brewing in my belly. The last three hours I'd devoted to 
rummaging through my wall-closet in search of the best-looking clothes could find, and got hold of a pair of 
waist-high jeans and a button-down, thin purple shirt, along with a couple of non-worn-out cowboy-boots. I'd 
also made sure to shower properly and probably rinsed my hair about twenty times, scrolling my armpits with 
the deodorant just equally carefully to make sure | didn't smell the bad in any way. Yes, it was just a movie 
with a friend, but | couldn't help myself, | wanted to show myself off from my best side, because | liked him 
so much, | wanted to look good enough to be worthy hanging around him. "I wonder what John looks like... he's 
going to be absolutely perfect, | swear." 


We'd continued calling each other at least once a day ever since we exchanged phonenumbers, and whenever he 
had a break from his lifequard duty, we'd thought up something fun to do, and we'd gotten really close to each 
other. I'd learnt a lot about John and his family, he'd told me about his friends and I'd told him why I'd moved 
out. | hadn't lost the note with the directions I'd down with his instructions either, and tonight the description 
had led me to a midsized white house that seemed to belong to a family of the upper middle class, with 
smooth white walls, a tiled roof and a nice well-kept garden, just like the houses we'd passed in the residential 


area on the way to McDonald's a few days earlier. 


After about five minutes, John came rushing out the door, and almost jumped down the short staircase 
leading up to the front porch, with a wide beam showing off his bright white, even teeth. He was wearing a 
sleeve-less T that resembled the one he'd been wearing that first day on the beach, low-cut and he'd 
presumably cut up the neckline on this one as well, for it was open in the front all the way down across half 
his chest, with the entire forest of chesthair sticking out. | suspected that his parents, especially his father, 
hadn't exactly appreciated his choice of clothing for the night. Along with T he wore the same worn sneakers 
as always, and a pair of waist-high jeans too, looking a lot like my own, though this pair was well-used with 
holes every here and there. "Shit, he's so unbelievably good-looking, his ass looks great in those jeans, all round 
and juicy, it's insane, really want to grab it. Am | dreaming now? If I'm dreaming, please, don't wake me! Don't 


let anybody pinch me!" 


He quickly opened the car door and flung down in the front seat, stretching his arms a bit and looking at 
himself in the rearview mirror as he ruffled his hair until he got the look he he was going for right. He reeked 
of cologne and hairspray, and | couldn't help but smile as | watched him snap his seat belt. | wondered how long 
he'd been standing in front of the mirror to try getting his hair looking the way he'd wanted, and | felt special 


and happy that he'd tried his best to look as good as he possible could for me as well. He'd probably spent just 
as long time as | had, getting ready. | didn't say anything as | started the engine, admiring his beauty out of 
the corner of my eye, and when he looked up at me with his huge, innocent blue eyes, the memory of the 
incident the other day, an event | hadn't been able to forget, came back to me and a bolt of lust went through 
my body straight down to the crotch. | backed out of the driveway and tried to focus on something else, 


concentrating on the road, feverishly nibbling on my lower lip. 


‘| can't believe they let me go with you! | thought they'd think ya were weird somethin’ for wantin’ to hang out 
with me, | can't believe mom managed to persuade dad, she thought it might be great for me to hang out with 
older people, she got the idea that you're gonna help me mature, at least that's what she told dad, she said. | 
wonder what's wrong with him, and Matt and Anthony just keep sayin’ I'm gonna go see a chick, just like last 
time, teasin' me and all, but | don't give a fuck, | mean you ain't no girl after allt he spoke hurriedly, blushing 
lightly. While he kept on rambling excitedly, | could only listen, but that didn't bother me the least. His voice 
was so beautiful, especially his laughter, and everything he said sounded so important that | felt the need to 


take in every single word. Just because he was the one speaking. Then he turned towards me. 


| watched as his eyes traveled up and down to take me in, and | could have sworn that he was checking me 
out. | hoped he was checking me out. ‘Ya so beautiful." he mumbled, probably mostly to himself, before pausing 
for a moment and clearing his throat. He blushed brightly and | chuckled a little at him, raising one eyebrow. 


He immediately spotted my gesture. ‘| meant the hair, and the clothes and all that, great choice, | like the 
shirt, you look good in purple, he added quickly, but his eyes were lingering at my exposed chest. 


| nodded. ‘Took me a while to find somethin moderately decent, most of my clothes look as crappy as my car. | 
can't go to the movies and show a little kid how to be "mature" if I'm not showin’ myself off from my best 
side,' | teased. 


He stuck his tongue out in a childish manner, but shortly began to laugh, and | saw how his eyes lit up in some 
way, but Icouldn't put my finger on what that spark night have been | turned onto the road and hurried to 
make a sudden, last-minute right turn out of the residential area, since he'd been distracting me enough to 
take my eyes off the road. He squealed and snuggled close to me, as much so that the seat belt would allow, 
hooking his arm around mine and leaning his cheek against my shoulder as we turned onto the main road on 
the way to the inner city. | knew that the cinema he'd been referring to was located about right between our 
two homes, and | began anxiously wondering if there'd be any available parking-lots at this time; the city was 
always full of life, especially on a Saturday night- But it was a vague worry, | was much more aware of how 
his soft skin and chest hair pressed against my arm, and | felt another electric shock of desire reach my 
crotch. "What the hell, cut it out! What're you doing? Stop fucking up, he's your friend, don't ruin everything 
now!" But | couldn't ignore the warm feeling of my groin, accompanied by the butterflies in my belly, and | 


realized that my face was heating up. 


We didn't speak much during the rest of the car ride, the only thing | could pay any actual attention to was 
how close to me he was and | wondered what he was thinking of, and why he wouldn't let go of me. Not that | 
wanted him to let go, on the contrary, but | wondered why he was touchy-feely with me, knowing all I'd wanted 


since that mishap during the car-washing was to get him as close to me as possible. "Maybe, just maybe.." 


After ten minutes, we reached the parking lot closest to the cinema, just about half a mile away, and | thanked 
the Lord for the existence of a free space left on the otherwise crowded parking-lot. | pulled in and parked my 
car, and once again thanked my creator for the fact that the lot itself didn't take taxes. | turned off the 
engine and pulled the handbrake, looking down at his face, noting that his eyes were hidden behind his thick 


auburn head of hair. 


‘Y‘know, we've stopped, | think you can let go now, Johnny,' | smiled, but | felt terribly insecure on the inside. | 
didn't really want him to let go. He quickly sat up as soon as I'd said the words, his eyes darting all across my 


face in a nervous manner. 


‘Sorry... he mumbled shyly and fiddled with his hair, twisting the strands in-between his fingers while smiling 
softly. 


‘No problem, | didn't mind it; | reassured 


He nodded and smiled at me, looking thankful, before taking one last look at himself in the mirror, glancing at 
the watch and opening the car door to step out. | grabbed the keys and got out of the car as well, locking my 
door and passing them across the top of the car so he could lock the door on his side as well. He gave me the 
keys back, placing them in my hand when we came up behind the car and | let them slip into my jean-pocket. 
We started walking, the weather was great and the orange twilight sky was just beginning to fall, the pink 
clouds appearing as we walked along the higher buildings, side by side, and | saw how the cool evening air tousle 
his hair, ruffling it some more. "He's so beautiful." | felt my heart beating fast against my ribcage, and | knew 
that whatever it was | felt, the emotion was strong, and | wouldn't be rid of it in a long, long time to come. It 
was something new that I'd never experienced before, and it'd only been growing since that first day | ran into 


him at the beach. "Maybe, this feeling will never disappear," | thought to myself. | hope not. 


‘So.. which movie are we gonna be watchin.. | wondered curiously and broke the silence that had fallen over 
us, looking around to check out all the flashy and extravagant advertising-signs for toothpaste, Diet Coke, and 
various clothing brands amongst other things. | looked inside the open shop-windows as we passed them by, 
mostly filled up with fashion dolls, TVs, books and instruments, all depending on which type of shops we passed 
at the moment. | noticed that he was looking inside every window as well as a wistful look on his face, 


especially as we passed the music store. 


He shrugged his shoulders a little, blushing again when he looked back up at me, looking almost ashamed for 
some reason. ‘I really don't know, | thought we could check whatever's runnin’ when we get there. Haven't been 


lookin’ up any particular title. ' 


"What if he set the date tonight just to be with you, and what if he's going to the movies today of all days 
just because you were free? What if it was true that he said he really wanted to go with you, only you and 
nobody else?" whispered my brain to me and | squeezed my eyes shut, damning myself inwardly. "I'm fucking 


nuts." When | opened my eyes again, he was looking up at me with his head tilted to one side, seeming a tad 


worried. 


‘| hope that's okay with you? | mean, if there's any particular movie you wanna watch or so, we can check 
whether it's up, or come back another night, huh?” he smiled insecurely, and shoved his hands down his pocket 
as he usually did when nervous. 


| couldn't help but smile at him, his sweet facial expression made my heart melt into a small puddle of sweet 
affection, and | put my arm around his shoulders as | flicked the tip of his nose with my index-finger. ‘Johnny- 
boy, ya think too much, y'know that? Relax and don't ya worry so much ‘bout what l'm gonna think, this is 
your night and your money. Just have fun, I'm only happy | was allowed to tag along: 


He blushed harder and sucked on his bottom lip. Those pink, pouty lips, they drove me insane.. "God, how bad | 
want to kiss him now.. | wonder if he tastes as good as he smells.. | wonder if his lips are as soft to the touch 
as they appear." | shook my head, and tried to dismiss the persistent thoughts. He leaned against me as we 
walked, wrapped his arm around my waist as he'd done that first day when we went back to the beach after 
lunch, he'd taken the initiative then as well. If we weren't two guys, we'd be looking like a couple. | smiled at 


that thought, couldn't help but think about it, we'd make a real nice couple. 


We reached the cinema and | was happy to realize he'd become much more comfortable with my presence 
again, but he wouldn't look me in the eye, his gaze was glued to his feet as we walked through the automatic 
doors, it seemed as if he was ashamed of something, but | couldn't figure out what that might be. | hadn't 
been to the movies all too many times in my life, couldn't afford it, and | stared wide-eyed around myself at 
what | saw. This must be the best cinema of the city, | persuaded myself. | took in the signs popping out of 
the walls, pointing the way to the restrooms, cinematic rooms, sweets-purchases, ticket-purchases and even a 
small arcade joint. This was heaven, at least that's how | felt, and | saw there were benches lined up along the 
walls, looking over the young couples sitting in the corners, and the huge groups of friends. "And to visit such 
a cozy joint with John." John was so perfect. Absolutely gorgeous. | took a few steps away from him and let 
go of my hold on him, spinning around for a while to look some more at my surroundings, the hall itself wasn't 
that big, at one end there was a candy-counter and at the other there was the box-office. 


‘Come with me; he said and took a sudden hold of my hand, pulling me in the direction of ticket-purchase. | 
couldn't help but look down at his hand keeping a light grip on mine, wondering if | should hold it back, or just 
let him tug me along, amazed once again at how large but gentle his hand really was. "Grab it, hold it, squeeze 
it, you know you want to, just look at his hand! Besides, he was the one who took your hand first, just do it 
already!" | did as my inner voice told me to, and squeezed his hand hesitantly. | swallowed as he stopped for a 
second or two, glancing barely noticeably down at our joined hands, and then continued ahead as if nothing had 
happened. He didn't say anything, but | saw a tiny smile creep upon his lips. He kept his hold on my hand even 
after we'd stopped a second time, and | had nothing whatsoever against that. 


When | looked up, we were located in front of a wall full of posters promoting the films the cinema had to 
offer for the month. | didn't recognize any of the titles, and assumed it was a variety of B-films. Not that | 
really cared about what movie we'd pick in the end, as long as | got to spend time with John I'd watch anything, 


no matter the ranking. | read carefully through the movie titles; it seemed we had three action-rolls, one 


comedy and two tearjerkers to pick from. | wondered if he was a action-quy, | myself would rather watch a 
mediocre comedy and laugh just a little, than seeing non-stop, halfhearted special effects. | looked thoughtfully 
at him, his eyes running back and forth across the film titles. 


‘Which one do ya wanna watch?" | asked softly, and studied the side of his face, he frowned and pondered the 


decision for a moment. 


‘| don't know.. the comedy? Unless you'd rather watch one of them action movies? he asked, looking up at me 


with his big blue eyes. 


He waited for a response, tilting his head, as usually, with his lips slightly parted, gazing up at me, and | 
immediately remembered how our stares had been locking and how inviting his small but well-trained body had 
felt pressed up against mine, how smooth his chesthair had felt beneath my palm.. | took a deep shaky breath, 
letting my gaze drop to linger at his lips for a moment. Another hot surge went straight to my groin, and it 
began throbbing with need. "Perfect opportunity, kiss him now. Look at that mouth, look at those full lips, come 
on.. just a little taste.. it won't hurt, he wouldn't mind." | was just about to close my eyes and lean in when | 
realized what | was doing and | cleared my throat instead, quickly turning my head away. His grip on my hand 
loosened a bit. "Shit, we're still holding hands! Let go of his hand, for fuck's sake! But.. he hasn't let go of mine 
yet. 


‘Id like to watch that comedy, too, | said and looked back at him again, biting my lower lip while | smiled 
sheepishly. His face lit up and he flashed me that wide, white grin of his again, causing my body to tingle all 


over. 


‘That's great! | thought ya were gonna tell me you wanted to watch one of those action movies or somethin; 
he laughed, and | felt wobbly-legged, that laughter of his was so beautiful it made my heart ache. He pulled 
me off to the box-office, and finally released my hand when we'd reached it, while digging his wallet out of his 
pocket and handing the money to the cashier behind the glass, informed her of what movie we wanted to see 
and received our pair of tickets. Not a very expensive film, | noted, and | already had an idea of which quality 


the movie itself would have and its standards. But | didn't say anything. 


John gave me my ticket and we looked up the right number of the salon we'd been assigned before we began 
moving again. | kept glancing longingly at his hand, wanting to feel the warmth of his palm against my own again. 
We passed the candy-counter on the way and bought a large popcorn-jar to share along with two mugs of 
Coke. | carried the popcorns for us and he grabbed a handful every now and then as we walked. We arrived at 
the salon which appeared to be already open, left the tickets to the guard and stepped inside. We realized that 
it was pretty dark and the seats were only half full. The advertisements had already begun and the projectors 
were rolling, so we settled at the top row, which was for once almost completely deserted so we felt like we 
could ignore the ticket numbers. The salon proved to be sporting double seats so we sat down next to each 
other and | stuck the popcorn-jar between my knees, beginning to eat from the cone as well, and he reached 


out to grab a handful every once in a while just like before. 


We watched the movie, | guess it was alright, a bit hilly here and there but nothing excessive that | would 


actually remember afterwards. Well, | wouldn't remember the movie itself that is, the visit would be much 
harder to forget, as John seemed to inch closer to me throughout the movie, and when we were about 
halfway through the film, | accidentally placed my hand on his thigh in the dark as | was about to dig myself 
up a fistful of popcorn, but miscalculated and missed the jar. | froze, unable to remove the hand, terrified that 
he would freak out and think | was making a move on him. | waited for a reaction with my heart pounding 
wildly in my chest, but the only response | received was him jumping a little with a barely audibly squeak and 
then he relaxed, leaning his head against my shoulder just as he'd done in the car. | couldn't help but take 
advantage of the situation, and gently rub at his inner thigh with my palm, letting my hand roam freely just to 
see how he would react to that. He responded to it by spreading his legs a bit, and if | hadn't been so focused 
on him, | would have missed it. "Oh my God, its a fucking invitation! He wants you to touch him! Come on, go 
onl" So | more than happily did as the voice begged me to do, letting my hand wander slowly upwards to cup 
his crotch and squeeze it gently. It was the first time ever | tried something like that with another guy, but 
when he let out a quiet gasp and pushed his groin back against my hand, | realized that nothing had ever felt 
so right before. 


When the movie finished, | hurriedly removed my hand, a little uncertain of how he would take it all. Half of 
the popcorn-jar was left uneaten and I'd barely taken a sip of my Coke. Right then, | felt | needed it so | 
emptied almost the entire cup, my mouth still feeling dry. | licked my lips and turned back to him. He looked up 
at me with.. lustful eyes? Yes, his eyes were darkened with desire, but there was a lost and anxious look in 
them as well. My own gaze wandered down towards his crotch for a second and noticed that my disobedient 
hand caused him to react more than I'd thought, | could see how his hardness was tenting the denim fabric. 


"Fuck, what did | do now? Fuckfuckfuckfuckfuck! Poor John, he must be so confused right now..” 


| shifted slightly as | was about to get up when | saw how uncomfortable he was, and how he placed his hands 
over his crotch to hide, obviously ashamed. | felt so sorry for him, there was nothing for him to be ashamed 
of. "Poor baby." Without thinking | stroked his cheek with the back of my hand, pulled his hair back to tuck it 
behind his ear. He looked up at me with flushed cheeks and uncertain, flickering eyes. "Poor boy, he must be 
think you're toying with him, he's so lost. You gotta stop this shit right now, Richie. You can't treat him like 
this, he's just a kid." 


‘Look, let's go outside and get us some fresh air. Be alone for a while, | think we need to do some talkin’, huh? 
"| suggested softly, trying to calm his anxiety. 


He nodded weakly so | took the opportunity to stand up and stretch my arms, my joints feeling a bit stiff from 
sitting still and being on edge for so long. He got up behind me and kept his hands in front of his crotch. | 
picked up our empty soda cans along with the popcorn-jar and threw everything in the garbage bin on the way 
out. We slipped quickly out of the building and went down the street heading for the parking lot. The air was 
cooler now, slightly chilly and | noticed the goosebumps suddenly breaking out all over his bare arms, and felt 
even worse for him. "He must be freezing.. | should have brought a jacket for him to borrow.. he's so sweet, 
poor little boy...” In the gloom, | decided it was time to do something about it all, and put an end to this 
insecurity and discomfort that had began piling up between us. | stopped him as we reached an abandoned 
gateway, and walked to stand in front of him, placing my arms on his shoulders. | tugged him with me into the 


darkness beneath the tunneled entrance of an old apartment-complex. 


‘John.. there's somethin’ I've been wanting to do for a while now, | murmured a little shyly. ‘| don't really know 


what else to say, | mean we haven't known each other for that long, but l'm thinkin’ I.. " 


| paused, not knowing how to follow up. | saw him swallow hard and how his Adam's apple bobbed, he was 
breathing heavily and his chest was heaving steadily up and down. | let my hands slide down a bit to grip 
carefully at his muscular upper arms, and his hands went to take a slight hold of my elbows. | took a step 
towards him, we were so close and with my body pressing up against his, just like last time. | had him trapped 
between my own heated body and the cold stonewall. His eyes seemed no longer doubtful, | saw a spark of 
hope, an expectation flare in them along with the same desire I'd spotted burning in those orbs before. "Kiss 
him now, Sambora, he's fucking asking for it! Can't you see that? Can't you see he's longing for a kiss? Just 
look at him!" | leant down, noting how he used the wall as support as he stood on his tiptoes, so | tilted my 
head to the side. He did the same but in the opposite direction; now he was just waiting. 


| was breathing heavily through my mouth, panting just as hard as he was, and our hot breaths mingled, the 
heated air contrasting against the cold that seemed to envelope us, and the fire inside was unquenchable. And | 
couldn't resist the urge anymore, | gave in and put my lips gently against his. They were just as soft, just as 
smooth as I'd imagined they would be when they pressed against mine. It felt just as right as my mind had 
persuaded me it would, it was like heaven, such a bliss to finally be kissing him. | felt his body tense up against 
mine before he relaxed again and responded to the kiss, mashing his lips back against my own. "Oh my God, he 
really does want this! Come on, show him what you got, show him that you know what you're doing, give him 
the best kiss he's ever experienced!" | shut my eyes. 


Slowly | parted my lips, letting the tip of my tongue glide across the slight slit between his lips, as an unspoken 
question, hoping I'd be allowed access. His answer was to part them, letting my tongue slip inside and taste him. 
"Fuck, he tastes just as amazing as he smells, as great as he looks!" | let my tongue run along every crevice 
of his mouth, wouldn't leave a single spot untouched, and he swirled his tongue with mine, letting me lead the 
kiss, letting me take control. | took a step closer to him and his arms went around my waist. | felt his still stiff 
crotch press up against my thigh and he moaned quietly into my mouth. | let one hand go up into his hair and 
pull gently at it, while the other dropped down to squeeze his firm, round, juicy ass. It was just as | had 
imagined it to be, fitting perfectly in my grip, and his hair was just as soft as I'd been guessing. | let my own 
crotch rub up against his stomach, feeling the heat boiling up inside of me. 


After what seemed like an eternity of delight | draw back from the kiss, feeling breathless and gasping for air. 
| tried to catch my breath, and he was doing the same. | scrutinized his face, the pink tinted cheeks, the kiss- 
swollen lips, the lust-dilated pupils. His pure blue eyes looked almost as black as the darkness that was 
surrounding us completely by now. "For how long have we been kissing? What time is it? When is he supposed 
to get back home? Now what?" All those thoughts were swimming around in my head. We just stood there and 
looked at each other, trying to grasp the weight of what we had just shared. But it was an impossibility. 


| took a step back, felt the cold embrace me and | shivered. He did too, wrapping his arms around himself and 
ducking his head. My heart ached, seeing how insecure and disconcerted he was. | was hoping that he wouldn't 


feel used, didn't want him to be sad or scared, so | just pulled him close, holding him against me, wanting to 


embrace him until I'd figured out where to go from here, what | was supposed to do and how | was supposed 
to act, comfort him until his uncertainty faded away. He leaned into me and | rocked him gently, smoothing 
back his hair with one hand and stroking his back with the other. He sighed quietly as | hummed a soft tune 
for him. We just remained together, letting the time fly us by. 


‘Hey.. maybe we should go back..? Your parents are gonna want ya to be home soon, huh, Johnny-boy..”* | 
proposed gently after a moment, burying my nose in his hair, taking in the strong scent of hairspray and 
shampoo. He just nodded his head weakly in response. 


‘They want me to be home by half past ten.. | think you're right, he mumbled. 


‘Come on, let's go then; | said and released him from the embrace. He stuck his hands in his pockets, gnawing 
nervously at his lip again. He looked so distraught, and it was all my fault. "Had he even realized himself that 
he wanted this kiss? Does he even like me? Is he scared | won't want him? | like him so much.." | realized that 
the last question was unnecessary, but | understood why he might be thinking along those lines. Sure, | liked 


him, but he wouldn't have a clue. | cared so much about him, it made me ache with longing. 


We slipped out of the gateway and began walking back the way we'd arrived; he kept his eyes fixed on his feet 
as he went, and | listened to the sound of gravel crunching between our feet and the moist pavement. | looked 
up at the sky, glancing at the stars that were beginning to appear, barely visible in the shadow of the foggy, 
red city light. | saw a shooting star and hoped, wished even, that | hadn't ruined our friendship or whatever it 
was we'd been trying to share with one another. When we returned to the car, | first went round to lock up 
the door on his side and he settled silently into the front seat, shutting the door behind himself. Then | locked 


up my own door and settled next to him, looking sadly at him. 


‘Johnny..? Look at me, please... | begged remorsefully, my heart sinking, feeling a lump begin to form in my 
throat. | didn't want to lose him. | barely knew him, but | already found | couldn't live without him, | liked him 
so damn much. He looked back up at me with big, emotional eyes and he had a hard time holding my stare. "He 
must be so terribly insecure." ‘Are you mad at me, Johnny?" | wondered uneasily. He shook his head. ‘Why 


aren't you talkin’ to me then.” 
He licked his lips and sighed sadly. “Cause... l'm scared.’ He paused, and | saw that his eyes were watering. 


| swallowed while reaching out to run my fingers down the side of his face, cupping the soft, flushed cheek of 
his against the palm of my hand and stroking his pouty bottom lip with my thumb. ‘What are you afraid of, 


Johnny.. of me? | wondered, desperately hoping that wasn't the care. 


He shook his head quickly. ‘No.. I'm sc-scared that ya won't.. |-like me too. he whispered hoarsely, and shut his 
eyes, but I'd already spotted the tears that welled up to prickle at the corners, and one of them broke free to 
trail lazily down his cheek 


‘No, Johnny... | whispered in a small voice, wrapping my arms tightly around him again and holding him as close 


to me as the car's cramped space would allow. | heard him sniffle quietly with his face buried against my 


chest, feeling his hands clutch at the fabric of my shirt. 


‘Don't cry, John.. | like you too.. | really like you so much.. | reassured, trying my best to speak comfort to 
him, rocking him again, hoping he would feel safe in my arms, praying that he would feel secure within my 


embrace. | wanted to protect him, take care of him and watch over him forever. 


"A-are you sure..? he asked, his voice barely audible and he sniffled again | leaned back a bit so | could see his 
face properly, and my heart ached with sorrow when | spotted the tears streaking his beautiful features, 
seeing that a few were still clinging to his fair lashes. | smiled weakly and nodded at him, placing both hands to 


his cheeks and wiping away every stray tear | could catch, pecking his lips for a moment. 


‘tm really sure. | like you a lot, John, | want to keep seeing ya. If ya still wanna." He smiled sadly at me, and 


the happiness was already sparkling in his eyes. 


‘Y-yeah, yeah, | do, he giggled a bit half-heartedly, pecking my lips right back. | let the chaste kiss last a little 
bit longer this time, loving how perfectly our lips seemed to fit together. | ran my fingers as best he could 
through his sticky-stiff, sprayed hair, not caring about how my fingers would get tangled in there. 


| sat up straight after having gently kissed the tip of his nose, glancing at his watch, and it was already past 
ten. ‘We.. should probably go back now, huh? | don't want your parents to ban ya from seein me and all, | 
chuckled. He giggled in response but agreed, and | drove the way back to his house with an overwhelming joy 
inside, and a heart that kept skipping beats every five seconds. During the entire ride, he was leaning his head 
against my shoulder and kept rubbing his cheek my skin 


| drove onto the driveway as quietly as | could and turned off the engine, not wanting to wake John's little 
brothers up, or disturb his apparently overly strict father. | gave John an affectionate stare and he kissed me 


shortly again. ‘| won't be on duty tomorrow, it's Sunday. Wanna do somethin‘? he asked excitedly. 


| smiled. ‘I'm gonna have to go to work tomorrow night, but | wanna see you too, I'll see if | can take some time 


off, if ya wanna stop by? We can just hang out and see what happens,’ | suggested, and poked his nose again 
He chuckled. "God, | can't get enough of his laughter." ‘Yeah, I'd love to stop by, I'll show up alright: 
‘Alright, you stop by whenever ya wanna, I'll be up and waitin’ for ya; | laughed and winked an eye. 


‘| ain't gonna argue with that, he laughed back. He snapped off his seatbelt and opened the door but hesistated 
for a moment, looking back at me. ‘Bye, Richie... he said shyly. 


| blushed, and probably looked just about as shy as he did. ‘Bye, John.. see ya tomorrow.. ' 


‘Yeah, see ya. he agreed and then slipped out the door, shutting it as quietly as possible, and ran up the stairs 
to the little porch. 


When he reached the front door, he turned towards the car and waved at me. | had already pulled the window 
down and waved right back. Then he disappeared through the door and | was alone again. "It's crazy, | miss him 
already.” And with an expectant smile on my face, | backed out of the driveway for the second time in one 
night, and began the half-hour drive home, popping in a cassette tape and listened to the Rolling Stones as | 
drove. And all the while, the truth was pounding in my heart and in my head while | sang along. "You're in love 
now, Richie, this is how it feels." 


Confessions and Desire 


Author's Notes: 
The fluffiest chapter of the fluffiest story | ever wrote, | know it\'s kinda ridiculous, and if you think they\'re 


acting like lovesick teenagers-that\'s what they are, duh. Fictioooooooon. xDDDD 


| rushed from home sometime around noon, after having spent half an hour in the shower, and then another 
half an hour in front of the full length mirror trying to figure out what I'd wear. In the end, | settled for a 
pair of black and white patterned tights and a button-up denim shirt with torn off sleeves, plus a couple of 


bracelets and necklaces. When | felt | looked okay, | hurried down the stairs, and thanked the Lord that dad had 
left early for work. 


Mom gave me a thoughtful look as she watched me step into my sneakers. ‘Where are you going, Johnny? You 
don't have to go to work today, do you? Are you seeing Richie again.’ she wondered timidly. 


| nodded my head. ‘Yeah.. are you gonna tell dad? Even if | promise I'll be back before he comes home from 


work? Can't you.. keep quiet ‘bout it..? Please..? | pleaded with her, hoping she would be on my side for once. 


She took a few steps closer to me and kissed me lightly on the cheek while she tucked some of my wild hair 
behind my ear. ‘You handled last night so well, that I'm thinking it's okay, | won't mention any of this to your 
father, as long as you're back before six o'clock when he gets home from work. You know he has shorter 
work-days on Sundays, his work's the reason why we're not going to church anymore. And I'll tell you that he 
was positively surprised by your behavior last night, you go on like this and | wouldn't be surprised if you get 


rewarded somehow: 


| beamed brightly at her and felt the happiness boiling in my belly when | gave her a hug and waved goodbye 
at her, before | bounced down the stairs to hurry and lead the bike out of the garage, setting off to finally 


meet up with Richie again 


As | jumped off the bike and hurriedly locked it to one of the racks outside of his apartment-building, | felt my 
heart pounding in my chest and how my hands trembled with anticipation. | had no idea what would happen 
from now on, and | felt so incredibly nervous, wondering anxiously where we stood as of now, as | walked up 
the stairs. All these questions kept swirling in my head in demand of answers. "Are we together now? Is it okay 
if | kiss him as much | want to? Or would that be too soon? How does one behave when in a relationship? Did 


he miss me as much as | missed him?" 


| rang the doorbell as | insecurely shifted my weight between my feet, trying to focus and keep my calm. It 
was the second time | stopped by Richie's place, but this time it all meant so much more than just seeing him 
and helping him wash his car had, this was completely different. | felt my heart skip a beat while | listened to 


how the hurried steps on the other side door came closer, heard the lock turn and saw Richie opening the 


door. He grinned just as widely as | did, and dived straight into his arms without thinking twice, throwing my 
arms around his neck and kissing him right on the lips. It took him mere seconds to register what had just 
happened and lock the door behind us, only to wrap his arms around my waist and pull me in closer to him, 
pressing his lips back against mine. He let the tip of his tongue glide over the slit between my lips before 


drawing back to scrutinize my face, and his dark eyes gleamed with excitement. 


"Hey there, Johnny-baby..: he murmured, nudging my nose with his. | giggled and winced when his fingers poked 
my sides for a brief moment, tickling me lightly through the fabric of my shirt. 


‘Hey, Richie... | whispered shyly, and looked up at him, surprised at my own boldness. "God, John, since when are 
you this obtrusive? You've barely gotten anywhere with him yet, get a grip on yourself! Do you want to scare 
him off?" ‘I'm sorry | just... | began, but trailed off, smiling insecurely. 


He ruffled my hair while chuckling softly, kissing my forehead before shaking his head and shrugging his 
shoulders. ‘It's alright, sweetheart. You can kiss me as much as ya like. | love them kisses’ He winked his eye, 


and | felt my face flush. 


He was wearing a pair of dark waist-high jeans, white socks and a black T-shirt with a logo on it, but the label 
was written in cursives so | couldn't quite make it out. His hair was pulled back in a low ponytail and | ceased 
the opportunity to let the it come loose, running my fingers through the soft, silky strands after I'd laced the 
rubber band keeping his hair back around my own wrist. His hair was a bit damp, so | guessed he'd just had a 
shower as well. Shutting his eyes for a moment, | quickly pecked his cheek, and he opened his eyes again, 
setting them on my face, taking a step back and trailing his fingers down my cheek. 


‘| missed you so much, | could barely sleep last night ‘cause | was longin’ for today, | wanted to see you again 
so badly, he said with a lightly embarrassed expression, and looked away while biting his lower lip. | noted that 
his cheeks were flushed and | smiled at him. 


‘| missed you too, | think | had a dream about you, but | don't really remember what happened, just that ya 


were there, | admitted, and rocked back on my heels. He beamed at me. 


He hugged me again and buried his face in my hair. | heard him inhale deeply, rubbing his nose against my 
scalp. | leaned into him and shut my eyes, breathing in his scent. He smelled so sweet, like a mix of some fruit 
shampoo and the aroma of whatever cologne his clothes usually reeked of. It was only then | realized I'd grown 
accustomed to that scent, it made me feel safe and secure. | felt like | belonged there, in his strong arms, in 


his loving embrace. 


‘John. he murmured as he kissed my earlobe, blowing lightly in my ear before nibbling at the lobe in a way 
that made me shudder from head to toe, causing me to let out a shaky breath. ‘I really like you.. 


He dropped his hands down to my lower back, letting his fingers glide up a bit beneath my shirt and ghost 
across the bare skin. His touches made my body tingle all over in a very pleasant way, and | let my own hands 
trail down a bit so | could press my palms against his chest, feeling his stiff nipples poking through the thin 


fabric. This was all brand new to me, I'd never done anything like this with anybody else before, but it felt so 
right, and | couldn't bring myself to stop him. | let him lead me, he who obviously knew exactly what he was 
doing. But when his hands wandered downwards and | felt his fingers going in under the hemline of my tights, | 
felt slightly uneasy and pulled back. 


He tilted his head to the side and gave me a worried look ‘Did | do somethin’ wrong..?' he wondered and quickly 
removed his hands to keep them to himself, seeming embarrassed. ‘Sorry, | couldn't help myself.. ya so fine... 
he excused himself and hung his head, looking down at the floor. He turned away and went to sit on the small, 


worn couch. He clasped his hands in his lap and began rolling his thumbs, uncertain of what to do next. 


"But what the hell are you doing? Now he's thinking he can't even touch you without you complaining! Are you 
out of your fucking mind?" | shook my head and hurried to join him on the couch, settling down next to him 
and looking at the side of his face, wanting him to look back at me. ‘No, that's not it.. | just.. | never.’ | sighed 
shyly and darted my eyes all across the room as | swallowed harshly, suddenly feeling very embarrassed 


myself. But | had to tell him the truth, if | wanted him to understand. ‘I've never.. y'know.. ' 


He gave me an inquisitive look and a slight frown, before he realized what | was hinting at and his eyes went 
wide as he raised his eyebrows in surprise. ‘Ya mean you're still a.. virgin?" he asked hesitantly, and when | 
just nodded as a response, he was quick to add, "There's nothin’ wrong with that.! But | just.. you've never 
done anythin'..? | mean with somebody else.. nothing at all? 


| ducked my head in shame and shook it again, letting my hair come down to obscure my face. It felt so 
incredibly embarrassing, having to admit my deepest secret out loud to him. "Good job, John, now he's going to 
be thinking you're a nerd, he probably thinks you're an idiot and a fucking baby since you haven't had sex yet, 


you're so old, you should have lost your virginity long ago." 


‘Don't be ashamed.. you just haven't had the chance yet, don't worry about it.. if you wanna.. | could show you 
a thing our two.. he suggested as he took my hand in his own and squeezed it lightly, stroking it with his 
thumb while giving me a small smile. | just stared at him wide-eyes, all the colour draining from my face and 
my mouth gaping open. He chuckled at my mortified expression. ‘| didn't mean it like that, | ain't gonna fuck ya 
just like that. | mean that there's more to sex, and | can make you feel real great, if ya wanna?! 


| nervously sucked on my bottom lip as | thought for a moment, then nodded my head slowly, wondering what 
he was up to. Well, | did have a slight little idea of what he was going to do, and | noticed how he scooted 
closer to me, turning his body towards me. He brought my hand up to his lips and kissed each knuckle, looking 
me straight in the eye, and | knew | could trust him, he wouldn't do anything to hurt me. 


With a smile, he let go of my hand and placed his own hand against my cheek to gently turn my head to him. 
‘If ya feel the slightest discomfort or if ya wanna put an end to it, you lemme know, okay? Then I'll stop right 
away; he said seriously and | nodded again, waiting with butterflies of anticipation nesting in my belly. 


He smiled at me again. ‘Just relax, | promise its gonna feel real great, he assured me, and ran his fingers 
through my hair, down my jaw line to rest his index-finger and thumb against my chin. Then he kissed me. 


The kiss was soft and tender at first, and | let out a shaky breath through my nose, but soon he poked the 
tip of his tongue against my lips again, asking for permission to be let through. | slowly parted my lips to allow 
him in and let him taste me. Of course he tasted just as sweet, though indefinable, as he had the night before, 
and | lifted one hand to tangle my fingers in his dark hair. He tilted his head a bit to the side while leading my 
tongue in a passionate slow dance, and | dared trying to respond some more to the kiss, exploring every 
crevice, every corner of his mouth in a way I'd never dared before. The insides of his cheeks felt smooth and 


wet, and | moaned quietly. 


At first, | was only focused on the fantastic kiss, but soon became aware of one of his hands resting against 
my lower belly, caressing it through my shirt. The motion tickled me a bit, but most of all it felt warm and 
comfortable, and when the cool hand slid up beneath my shirt, | felt a bolt of desire surging down my spine 
and causing my body to shudder. | noticed that he was smiling against my lips while his fingers wandered 
upwards to play with my stiff nipples, repeatedly pinching them in a teasing manner. My crotch immediately 
began to pulsate in that pleasant way | was so familiar with. "This is really cozy, it feels so good.. | want him 
to go on, | hope | won't fuck it up somehow.. his hands are so soft, he's so cautious... | never thought it would 


be this tender.. | wonder what happens next." 


His lips left my mouth and | let out a whimper of loss, blushing when | realized how whiny | sounded. | opened 
my eyes to look at his face as his fingers traced light patterns all the way down my chest and my stomach, 
the fingertips gliding through the hair, until they reached my navel. He tickled me to tease me and | squeaked, 
giggling and jerking involuntarily, before he paused to kiss my cheek and whisper in my ear again. ‘You're so 
pretty, | wanna show you how amazing it can feel, want you to have a good time.’ He poked his tongue out to 
flick it across the sensitive patch of skin just beneath my ear, taunting me with the tip of his tongue and | 
sighed in delight as | felt the heated, moist flesh touch my skin 


| felt his fingers move as he started to pull down my tights, and became aware of how he exposed my body 
inch by inch. He lifted my hips a bit with one hand while he tugged the tights down beneath my ass with the 
other. | shut my eyes and felt ashamed, feeling so vulnerable and exposed before his gaze. These were parts 
of me that no body else had ever seen, and | was already hardening down there, which in itself made me feel 
even more uncomfortable. | wondered if | should ask him to stop now.. but then his fingertips ghosted across 
the sensitive skin, exciting me and lighting the fire within, and soon | was trembling with desire, just as | had 
been after that phone call we'd shared a couple of days back. | was just as hard as | had been then, too. But 


this time | wasn't alone, and | moaned softly, letting my mouth hang open. 


‘You shouldn't be ashamed, honey, ya got yourself a gorgeous body, you're the most beautiful man I've ever 
seen.. | like you so much,' he reassured and palmed my hardness, beginning to stroke me slowly and | gasped, 
the sensation was absolutely indescribable. "Oh God.. | don't believe the difference.. it feels so much better 


when it's him touching me.. it's feels so damn good.. | want more, | want it all, | want him so bad.!" 


As he quickened the pace a bit, speeding up, | couldn't help but buck up against his fist. Just the fact that it 
was his fingers enveloping me made me shiver uncontrollably. | felt the heat of my groin ignite a thousand 


times over, and how it spread throughout every pore of my body like a wildfire. | panted, breathing rapidly and 


heavily, his free hand tenderly caressing my inner thighs, tickling them teasingly and | winced as he touched all 
those hypersensitive spots, not missing a single one of them, and he made me moan louder than | ever had 


before, made my body quiver with need. 


‘R-richie.. | breathed, the edge closing in on me and my heart was pounding uncontrollably in my chest, the 
pulse raging in my ears as the world slowly disappeared. He chuckled and kissed the corner of my mouth, 
continuously spilling soft pecks all over the side of my face, brushing his thumb against the most sensible part 
of my hardness. That's when | lost myself, | couldn't hold back the molten heat inside anymore and | whined 
loudly as | fell over the edge, thrusting upwards one last time and then slumping back down onto the couch, 
panting and gasping for air. | swallowed and tried to calm my beating heart, trying to still my trembling limbs. | 
opened my hazy eyes and saw that he was already looking at me; | could see the light sparkling in his dark 


orbs. 


‘You're so perfect... he murmured fondly and kissed my cheek again. My eyes wandered down to spot his soiled 
hand and | blushed again. He followed my gaze and giggled, stretching his arm out to get one of the paper 
napkins from the small pile on the kitchen table which was just within his reach to dry his hand off, and then 
toss the used tissue in the empty trash can. It was just now that | realized that he'd cleaned the apartment 
up, and that he had organized everything to seem neat and tidy, and | registered that the pile of dishes was 


gone. 


‘Was it any good..?* he asked curiously. ‘This is the first time I've ever tried that. Except for myself, that is. 
I've never touched another guy like that before: "Has he really never been with another guy before? Are we 


together, by the way? What are we? | wonder if he wants to be in a relationship with me.. dare | ask him 


about it..?" 


| smiled shyly at him, blushing again, as | wetted my lips with the tip of my tongue. They felt swollen and dry, 
but | still wanted to kiss Richie again | registered how he pulled my tights back up for me, straightening them 
a bit with a confident look on his face. 


‘Well, | haven't. Lucky you that | got ya there anyway, huh? he chuckled and shook his head, while rubbing his 
cheek against mine and kissing at the tip of my nose. ‘And | really like your choice of outfit, your ass looks 
super sexy in these pants. He winked his eye and poked my thigh with his index finger. 


| blushed, pondering for a moment, wondering what would happen now. He didn't say anything else, just leaning 
his head against mine and shutting his eyes. | studied his features, the angular chin, the same angular 
cheekbones, those pouty pink lips and the long dark lashes. He was so pretty, | wanted to do something for him, 
wanted to make him feel just as good as he'd made me feel, wanted to give him the same pleasure in return. 
Without warning, mostly because of my own insecurity, | placed my hand on his crotch, cupping it and 
squeezing it lightly, waiting for a reaction He immediately flinched and opened his eyes, staring wide-eyes at 


me. 


‘Wh-what are ya doin John..?' he asked breathlessly, and | immediately removed my hana, feeling terribly 


embarrassed. 


‘Sorry... | was just thinkin’... | wanted to.. | trailed off and sighed, putting my hands in my lap and hoping that | 


hadn't spoiled everything for us now. 


| felt him gently gripping my wrist and guiding my hand back to his crotch, pressing my palm against it and | 
could feel something poking me, assuming that he'd grown hard while he pleasured me. | looked up at him with 


uncertain eyes, feeling insecure all over again. He smiled and fondly stroked my hair, kissing me shortly. 


‘You haven't done anythin wrong, | guess you just wanted to do me a favour as well, huh.. he guessed, and | 
nodded to confirm the guess. ‘Go ahead, if you wanna, and if you don't wanna that's cool too. I'll close my eyes, 
if that'll make things easier for ya, he suggested, and spread his legs farther apart, leaning his head back 
against the couch and shutting his eyes. ‘If you don't wanna do this, just lemme know: 


| took a deep breath and started to unbutton the fly of his jeans with shaky hands, and after some fumbling | 
managed to get the button open and yank the zipper down. | looked down at his hardness and knew that my 
face must be as red as a stoplight sign by now, grateful that he'd offered to keep his eyes closed. l'd never 
seen another man this way, and | took a moment to behold him. "Alright, John, you can do this, he's just a 
man. He's just like you, you know how you like it, just try the same things on him and itll work itself out, stop 
overanalyzing everything. Just feel your way.." 


Without any further ado, | wrapped my fingers around his hardness and started stroking him, listening closely 
to how he let out a muffled grunt. | didn’t need any further encouragement, and | sped up the pace almost 
immediately, noticing how he winced and shuddered, how he clenched his fists and how he was breathing 
heavily through his nose. | took in the way he squeezed his eyes tightly shut before he started bucking up 
against my hold on him. The entire experience itself was indescribable, the closer he got the edge, the faster | 
pumped my fist. Every sound he uttered, every groan, was like music to my ears, encouraging me to try 
harder to satisfy him. All | wanted was to please him as best as | could Suddenly, he moaned loudly and the 
sticky heat spurted out. | was startled, hadn't expected everything to happen so fast, feeling the stickiness run 


down my fingers to drip down onto the floor. 
He lazily opened his eyes to look up at the ceiling with glazed over eyes and a crooked grin. | did as he'd done, 
grabbing myself a tissue and wiping my hand off, glancing at him, but | didn't dare saying anything. | hoped he'd 


enjoyed it as much as it seemed while | bent down to wipe up the droplets from the floor. 


| got up and went to toss the napkin, not wanting to throw it in case I'd miss the small bin. | stretched my 


arms and legs, rolling my shoulders and cracking my neck. 
‘Ya gonna leave me all alone now.. he wondered and | looked at him again, he appeared to be worried. 


| shook my head. ‘No, l.. just don't really know what to do now. | admitted, and was about to stick my hands 


down my pockets when | remembered there were no pockets, cursing under my breath. 


‘Cmere.. he said as he sat up properly on the couch, buttoning and zipping his jeans up, patting the empty 


couch cushion beside himself. | did as he told me to and padded over to sit down by his side again. ‘Imma tell 


ya somethin’; he said and looked intently at me. 


| looked back at him with shy but curious eyes, and felt the butterflies in my stomach beginning to flap 


around like crazy, darting my eyes across his face when | looked up at him. 


‘That was the best handjob | ever had, it was unbelievable, I'll tell ya, ya beat every girl I've ever been with, 
you oughta be proud of yourself, he smiled and winked an eye at me as he ruffled my hair, and | felt 


embarrassed, but in a good way, overjoyed to hear him compliment me. 


‘You're just sayin’ that, | giggled, and looked up at him, but he shook his head and gave me a serious gaze, 
before turning away. 


‘John, y'know.. l-1 think.. l'm in love with you, he stuttered, looking suddenly insecure and uncertain. ‘| know, it 
sounds ridiculous when y'say it like that, but | don't know what else to say, or how else to spill it for that 
matter... 


| just stared at him with wide eyes, shocked to hear what he'd just admitted. "He's in love with me? Is this a 


dream? He's so kind and sweet and nice and funny and perfect, how could he be in love with someone like me?" 


‘Are you sure..? | asked weakly, feeling as insecure as he was, and afraid that he might take the words back, 
but instead he just nodded and bit his lower lip. | felt an ever-growing joy welling up inside of me, grabbing a 
firm hold of my heart. | couldn't help myself, it was all so surreal, I'd never thought that anybody could sport 


actual feelings for me. ‘I'm in love with you too.. even if it does sound ridiculous.. | giggled. 


He looked at me for a moment and then smiled affectionately, and my insides turned into jelly, | almost thought 
| would melt into a puddle. | cupped his cheek and brushed his bottom lip with my thumb, it was so smooth and 
plump, so full. ‘Richie..* 


‘Yeah..2' He cocked an eyebrow and gave me a puzzled look, kissing my thumb. 


‘Are we, y'know.. together now..?' | inched a little closer to him and leaned my head against his shoulder. He 


immediately put his arm around my shoulders and tenderly stroked my upper arm. 


He turned his head and kissed my forehead, his nose buried in my thick auburn bangs. ‘Do you want us to 
be..?" he wondered. 


‘Yeah... but only if you wanna..?' | hoped, wished with all my heart that he wanted the same thing as | did. "Tell 
me he wants to be something more as well, please tell me we can be together, thats all | want, | don't know 


what l'm going to do if he says no to me now.." 


He shifted a bit and looked me in the eye, smiling before he kissed me lovingly again, sucking gently on my 


bottom lip and | shivered as | had before, loved how he could make me feel so important, so needed. ‘Yeah, | 


do: 


| larked my arms around his neck again and embraced him, feeling him hold me just as closely. We remained 
together and | crawled up in his lap, letting him hold onto me and just watch over me, wanting him to be near 
me. | just wanted to cuddle with him, just wanted him to be there for me forever. He kissed my cheek 


continuously, not leaving any patch of skin unkissed. 


‘You're gonna be my boyfriend now, he whispered in a childish manner and snickered, blowing lightly in my ear 
again, while | toyed with his hair, re-braiding it over and over again, resting my head against his chest, 


listening to his steady heartbeats. 


‘Then ya my boyfriend too,' | pointed out and closed my eyes, breathing lightly and knowing that now at last, | 
was where | belonged, with the only person in the world whom | could trust. | loved him so much that it made 
my heart ache, but | wouldn't want it any other way, | enjoyed this feeling, this pleasant longing. "You're 
perfect, Richie.." | thought as | took his hand in mine and laced our fingers. 


At the Video Store 


Author's Notes: 
Alright, an update after a million years, it\'s not really good, | hope you like it though :) Fiction. 


It was Tuesday. Tuesdays meant morning to evening shifts at the videostore, 8 hours behind the desk. 8 hours 
I'd rather spent with John, lying under a tree to escape the burning Summer sun with the cool wind soothing 
us, hidden from the world. | could already imagine how he would lye in my arms, and how | would hold him 
close, kiss his cheek and caress his soft skin. | would buy him a popsicle, | know he likes them, he's told me, and 
just watch him as he ate it. Imagine what that mouth could do for me, what the popsicle could be, imagine how 
he would suck me the same way.. | shivered from head to foot at the mere thought, and tried to think of 
other things. "Come on, focus, pervert! You need to start acting like an adult, you behave like a lovesick 
teenager, this isn't good enough! Control yourself, damn it!" Well, | tried to think of something else, but found it 
to be rather difficult, when the only thing that came to my mind was my beautiful John. 


A bunch of guys walked inside the small joint, where movie-shelves were lined up along every wall and cut 
across the floors. With quick steps they went towards some certain shelves at the back of the shop, hidden 
behind an adjoining wall, where most guys their age would head. Obviously they were looking for adult movies, 
and as they crossed the shiny black tile floor and came towards me, | could see that one of them had already 
picked out four or five ones, and | chuckled. | recognized myself, and since | had a fairly good day, because of 
John | guess, | changed my position to block the view of the security cameras as they arrived at the front 
desk, and let them bring the pornos home, not caring whether one or all of them might be underaged. | knew 
myself and how | used to be, and also how welcoming a friendly clerk could be. Personally, | would probably 
never be able to watch a porno again and still actually feel something, not after having been with John. | just 
wanted to get out and go down to the beach to keep John company at work, or hang out with him if he had a 
day off today. | just wanted to give him a few kisses. | loved how he tasted, loved his soft lips on mine. With a 
sigh, | checked my watch; 5 hours left til the end of my shift. 


‘Perfect, I'll die of boredom, | mumbled sarcastically to myself while drumming my fingers against the cash 
counter, cocking my neck to see if any customers seemed to be on the way. So far, itd been a relatively 
eventless day. This was definitely not one of the world's best jobs, standing behind the counter of a tiny video- 
store, especially not during daytime. Before | met John, | would at least have been able to check the ladies 
stepping through the door out, and | still looked up by habit whenever | heard the doorbell ring, but was 
always disappointed. 


But after I'd gotten the chance to be with John, after I'd felt John’s gentle hands on me, the best looking 
chicks with the biggest boobs and the firmest asses just didn't matter to me anymore. His ass would still be 
the sexiest I'd ever seen, and his forest of chest hair so much more inviting than any pair of oversized tits. | 
could only think of what we'd been doing a couple of days earlier, how beautiful he'd been when | pleasured him 
for the first time, and how he did the same for me. He'd done it professionally, although it'd been his first 


time. | sighed, it all felt like it might have been a dream, it was so surreal. 


Stuck in my daydreams and that little world of my own, | didn't notice how somebody crept up on me from 
behind, and | winced, giving out a small yelp when | felt something icy cold inside my shirt, running down my 
back, but before | could react any more the cold melted away to a chilly dampness that was most definitely 
soaking through the back of the fabric, leaving a dark spot | could tell without looking. | glanced confusedly over 
my shoulder, just to lay eyes on Tico. 


Tico was a short man with dark hair and kind eyes, but right now, he stood bent over, laughing loudly at me. | 
got to know him when | started working at the store two years ago. He'd been living alone in a small apartment 
ever since his parents divorced, and was a few years older than me. He always wanted to call himself a ladies’ 
man, and he claimed to be a pro getting with the girls. But | knew that wasn't quite true, not that | would ever 
tell him that. On the small desk behind him stood an empty soda cup from some fast food restaurant, and | 
realized it was an ice cube he'd dropped beneath the hem of my shirt. | rolled my eyes and chuckled myself. 


‘Will you ever grow up? | asked and shook my head, poking him lightly in the shoulder. He looked up, face 
flustered from laughing so hard, and chuckled again. He was wearing a v-neck white shirt and worn jeans. It 
was our policy here, t-shirt or tank top and jeans. Personally, | was wearing a purple tank top, black jeans and a 
baseball cap with the store's logo, it was good enough. | didn't care much about my looks behind the desk these 


days, when | wasn't chasing chicks anymore. 


‘Ill grow up when | feel like it, thank you very much, Sambora. Oh, and speakin’ of which, ya been actin’ strange 
lately, he said as he straightened up, leaning against the wall and folding his arms across his chest, giving me 
an intent look and raising his eyebrows. "Damn, he's caught you, Sambora, he's figured you out already! Should | 


tell him or not..? What if he's disgusted by me..° What if I'll lose my only friend..? Would it be worth it..2" 


| swallowed hard. ‘So..? What's so strange ‘bout me then? | replied, trying to seem oblivious, leaning back 


against the cash counter and meeting his eyes. 


‘You don't check them girls out anymore, ya barely even talk to ‘em. You haven't cared about them at all 
lately, so I'm starting to wonder what's wrong with you. Got somethin’ goin’ on? Ya finally found yourself 
somebody..? | mean, you haven't gone home with anyone at all, and up until now, you've been taking different 
girls with ya every night; he said seriously. ‘You know you can talk to me, we're friends, Rich. Whatever 
happens, I'm with you: 


"Okay, just do it already, tell him the truth. He'll understand, you've known each other for forever, he'll get it. 
He's a good guy, he can handle it" ‘Well, l.. actually, I'm seeing someone.. | began, but was immediately 


interrupted. 


‘| knew ith He lit up like the sun. ‘Tell me everything! | wanna hear all the details! How did you guys meet? Are 
you together yet? How's she in bed? What does she look like? Big tits, small waist, huge ass, blonde hair?” The 


questions seemed to be pouring mindlessly out of his mouth, and | swallowed hard. 


‘We.. met at the beach a while ago, ran into each other. Literally. Then things just happened, we continued 
seeing each other, went to the movies, the usual, but | haven't been stressing it, | don't wanna fuck it up. 
there's some troubles with... his family... | was hoping it would sound natural when | mentioned that little word, 


the one that made all the difference, hoping maybe he wouldn't think anything of it. Stupid of me. 


‘Really? Whats with the-- wait.. wait.. he..?* Tico just stared at me, frowning and trying to read my expression, 


| could tell. ‘Did ya just "he"? 


| nodded slowly and bit my lower lip, shrugging my shoulders and turning my back to him to fumble around 
with the cash register. ‘Yeah, | said he.. his name's John." | felt the fear of being judged wash over me, and 


my hands began to tremble from the nervousness. 


‘But. you've never looked twice at another guy before, | mean. it's not like you at all, you gotta admit.. it's a 


joke, right? he tried, but he knew just as well as | did that this was serious. 


| shook my head, feeling almost irritated and my tone displayed my annoyance. ‘No, it ain't a joke. | ran into him, 
and l.. couldn't stop thinkin’ ‘bout him. I've never felt this way ‘bout a girl, we.. we're together, but his parents 
don't know, his.. dad is an asshole, John's told me. I'm just.. worried about him. Sorry that I'm nagging ‘bout all 
this, I'll get it if you think it's disgusting and don't wanna know. 


‘No, no, I'm okay with it, l.. l'm just shocked, don't ya worry about it: He took a few steps towards me and 
placed his hand on my shoulder, squeezing it lightly. ''m happy for you, if you want this dude, | think you 
should go for it. Itll be worth it. I'll always be here for ya, I'm your friend, wouldn't dream of abandonin’ you 
just ‘cause ya happen to prefer dick: 


| looked at him and smiled gratefully. "Thank God he's such a great guy. Could have gotten in a lot of trouble if 
he hadn't been Perhaps this day will get a little better now, with the support and everything.” Suddenly, | felt 
so happy and pleased with life itself, as if it couldn't get any better. ‘I don't prefer dick, it's him | want, not his 


cock, | remarked, chuckling. 


He laughed and shook his head. ‘Okay, whatever you say, but wow, | never thought Sambora the grand 
womanizer would get himself a boyfriend. Should be the headline of today's newspapers: 


‘If it had been, | would probably have chopped my own head off and buried myself at the nearest cemetery, | 


pointed out, grinning. 


‘It wouldn't be worth the effort, believe me, your poor boyfriend would be devastated, teased Tico. | just rolled 
my eyes at him. 


‘Believe me, | wouldn't do that to him, he's already so insecure as it is. Though he's real gorgeous, and | mean 


really good looking, like a fuckin’ model: 


‘Really? Sounds like you hit jackpot indeed, he smiled, and | just nodded, feeling my cheeks flush, which just 


caused me to blush even harder as | became aware of it. | scratched my neck and was just about to retort 


when | heard the door ring, cocking my head out of habit to see who'd stepped inside. 


The first person to walk through the door was a curly-haired guy with a wide grin and narrow, radiant eyes. 
He was wearing a white tank top and torn jeans, speaking with a light but loud voice and gesticulating wildy with 
his arms while he talked about something that sounded like a gig with some band. After him marched a 
brunette with dark eyes and an almost scowl, she had thin lips and big pointed nose, none of which are very 
flattering features for a woman, and she was pretty flat-chested. She walked with her hands shoved down the 
pockets of her jeans-skirt, and she wore a white blouse to go with it. But it was the person who came in 


behind them that made my eyes widen. It was John. 


To mark the occasion, he was wearing a black tank top that was cut all the way down to his hips at the 
sleeves as well as cut open to expose most of his chest area, and | saw all the wild hair sticking out. Along 
with this, he wore a pair of black and dark blue patterned tights, those worn sneakers, a purple scarf around 
his neck and a pair of ray band-shades. He smiled that crooked grin that made my heart beat fast in my 
chest, and my knees go weak; made my legs wobble. | couldn't tear my gaze away from him. He followed the 
others to one of the movie shelves, the horror genre shelf, and | found myself wondering what they were 
planning, wondering why John hadn't told me anything about it, but then | remembered that | hadn't known him 
for all that long. | figured maybe they were having movie night. I'd already guessed that his two friends were 
David and Dorothea, the ones he'd told me so much about. That's when he turned to look around the pace and 


suddenly he laid eyes on me. He froze, and | saw a wide bright beam instantly spreading across his face. 


‘Richie! he exclaimed, and the others turned their heads towards us, startled, but in that moment we were 
the only two people in the store, the others didn’t exist. It took us less than a second to react, he almost ran 
up to me and | barely got the time to rush out from behind the counter before he dived into my embrace, 
throwing his arms around my neck and kissing me right on the lips, just as he'd done last time we met up, and 
| must say | absolutely loved it. | didn't waste a second as | wrapped my arms around his waist and kissed him 
back, lifting him up off the floor and spinning us around a couple of turns. After a while | set him down and he 
giggled shyly as he drew away from the kiss and pecked me on the cheek, his eyes sparkling with joy. | let my 
hand come up to remove his shades and put them on top of his head instead, so | could see his twinkling blue 


eyes and smiled just as widely as him. ‘Hey,’ he murmured, 


‘Hey, to you too, | said, and stroked his hair tenderly. | heard Tico clear his throat behind us, and | immediately 
became aware of what we were doing and stepped back from John. He moved away as well, looking insecurely 
down at the floor and blushing. He was so pretty, | just wanted to wrap my arms back around him and tell him 
it was alright. But judging by the audience's eyes, we had a lot to explain. | glanced over at John's friends, both 
stood with gaping mouths and eyes wide as saucers. Tico slipped away towards personnel department, giving me 
an intent look, and | was grateful for it. 


| saw how he turned towards them and tried to smile. ‘Dave, Dot, this is Richie. l.. haven't told ya ‘bout him, 
‘cause | didn't know how you were gonna take it, | mean.. well, you get it.’ he fell silent for a moment, but soon 


continued, ‘..we've been seeing each other for a while now, and he.. he's my boyfriend: 


‘Oh... said David, and ran his hand through his unruly curls. ‘That was.. unexpected, but still not.. explains why 
you never." he immediately became silent when John gave him a mean scowl, holding his hands up in defense. 


‘Sorry, Johnny. No offense: 


John shrugged, and Dorothea took the opportunity to speak up. ‘How long have you known him, then? He doesn't 
look very remarkable to me, and working at a place like this..2' She gave me an indefinable glance and then 
looked back at John. ‘| mean, there are better people out there, right? And you've never looked at a guy 
before, have you? | got a feeling that it wasn't the fact that John was with a guy that was the problem, it 


was me as a person that she didn't like. | frowned. 


John stared at her. ‘What are ya talkin’ about? | like Richie. We're together, | don't want anyone else’ He 
seemed so confident and walked back to me to close the gaping empty space between us, taking my hand and 
squeezing it hard to clearly prove his point. | squeezed his hand right back, happy to see him stand up for our 


relationship. 


She shrugged her shoulders and pursed her lips. ‘Okay, it's your choice, was all she had to say, and then she 
turned back to the shelf. ‘If he's so special, why don't you ask him over for the movie night, then? she added 
and began picking amongst the VHS-tapes. David seemed to take the hint and turned around just as quickly, 
looking puzzled. | almost began to think she was jealous of me. "What the fuck's wrong with her? Does she 


want John for herself, or what the hell's this all about? It's not my fault if he likes me and not her, is it?" 


‘Oh, you guys are havin' a movie night, are ya.?' | asked curiously, changing the subject and looking down at 
John. He nodded and smiled, and | picked him up, turning around and lifting him up to sit on top of the desk. He 
giggled and the weird feeling that had come over both of us was blown away. 


‘Yeah, that's what l'm plannin’. | was actually gonna call you, after you get outta work. | didn't even know | could 
find you here. There are tons of videostores littered around the town, after all’ He grinned and spread his legs 


a little. | took the hint and shifted closer to him, placing my hands on his hips and kissing the tip of his nose. 


‘Nah, you're right. So what are you guys gonna watch, horror movies?! He nodded. ‘Then l'm guessing that's 
why you want me there, so | can cover your eyes when it gets too scary, huh?" | grinned and winked at him. 


He pinched my arm and blushed. 


‘Come on, | actually enjoy horror movies, how young do you think | am anyway?" He kissed my lips and raised 


his eyebrows, letting his hands rest against my upper arms. 


‘| don't know, ya so tiny, | mean you look pretty childish with that baby-face of yours..' | teased, and he 

pinched me again before letting his fingers play with my long strands of hair. | just laughed at him. ‘Nah, but 
Ill be happy to be there, if it's okay with your friends... | glanced over at them, they both seemed busy with 
the films, talking quietly. Or maybe they were just keeping themselves occupied so they wouldn't have to see 


us. 


‘Dave and Dot? They're great, | don't think they'll care that much. Dot can be a bit.. you know, sometimes. But 


then, she is a girl, he gave me an intent look and | shook my head, kissing him briefly. 


‘You're right, so where's the "party" at.. your house? Won't that piss ya dad off.. | wondered and felt a bit 
worried, | didn't want to be any trouble or get John’s dad to freak out. 


John shrugged. ‘Dad's at a conference, won't be back before Friday sometime, and mom promised me I'd be 
rewarded for handling Saturday night so well, so she said it was okay if | wanted to take the opportunity to ask 


what little friends | have over. She was the one who suggested I'd ask you. ' 


"Wow, your mom is pretty cool, | said, and | felt special that | was allowed to hang out at John's house. I'd 


never been inside it, | was already excited. ‘So.. it's tonight. I'll be free from six o'clock: 


‘Yep, tonight. Lemma and Dot are gonna follow me home right after we've rented those movies, and we'll order 
some pizza for tonight, gonna buy some snacks and soda on the way, said John, and | kissed him again His 


plump lips were so irresistible. | couldn't get enough of them. 


But | also began to feel the stirrings of our closure, and the fire that was burning inside of me. Shivers went 
down my spine, and my desire began growing, the heat burning in my groin. "Shit, he's so fucking gorgeous.. his 
mouth, his eyes, his nose, his hair.. he smells so sweet, | want him so bad, | just want to see his beautiful face 
when he comes again, to hear him moan my name, God, | want to make him feel so damn good." A familiar bolt 
of need hit my crotch like a lightning strike and | wanted nothing more than to kiss him until there was no air 
left in the room, until all | could hear was my beating heart, and his heavy breathing. | shook my head a little 
and smiled at him, blushing lightly. 


‘tm coming over, | said without further thought. ‘I'd really love to spend some time with you, l'm lookin’ 


forward to getting to know your friends and your mother better, your brothers too: 


He smiled shyly. ‘I long for tonight.. oh, and Dave and Dot aren't gonna stay overnight, they got their reasons 
not to, work and whatnot.. maybe you'd wanna stay, though..? he wondered hesitantly, and | saw the hope 
flaring in his eyes along with something darker; lust, | could tell. 


| stroked his hair again, and then his cheek. ‘Of course | would. You know I'll do anything for you, | love you He 
blushed, | saw his face flushing bright red and he was chewing on his bottom lip. ‘Look, it's okay, honey, you're 


so fine. You're real cute when you're embarrassed! 


He blushed even harder and pinched me again. | giggled and glanced in the direction of his friends a second time. 
It seemed as if they were ready to rent the movies they'd picked out, and | watched John slid down from the 
counter, giving him a tight hug, trying to make it last as long as possible. | didn't want to let him go for a 
second, but | knew that | would have to. 


‘Rich, you're chokin' me." he breathed and | immediately released him, feeling a little sheepish and running my 
hand through my hair. ‘But it doesn't matter, ‘cause | love you, he added, and kissed me, taking my hands in 
his and letting his tongue slip past my lips for a moment. | closed my eyes and responded to the kiss. He tasted 


so sweet but still not; he tasted John, a taste that would forever intoxicate me. | couldn't get enough of him. 
When he pulled back, | walked back to take my place behind the desk again, and he looked at me with wistful 


eyes. | suspected that | had an equally dumbfounded expression on my own face. 


David headed towards the desk with a high pile of movies in his arms, with Dorothea in tow. She looked even 
more stern now than before, but David seemed happy. He appeared to have a very one-tracked mind, not that 
there was anything wrong with it, but still. ‘We wanna hire these films, he said and grinned. | laughed a bit and 
realized that at least he had already accepted me as John's boyfriend. John stepped to the side and smiled at 


me. 


‘Okay, that's all cool; | said and winked as | scanned the barcodes and handed him the receipt. ‘I'll return them 
tomorrow, so ya guys don't have to think about it. | got a night shift by then’ 


‘Awesome! Thanks, man! David exclaimed and almost clapped his hands in delight. "Got a lot of energy, that one, 
no wonder John spends time with him, they're a bit similar in that," | noticed and giggled. Dorothea didn't say a 
word during the whole ordeal, but simply stared down at her feet. David began to draw back and head towards 
the exit, grabbing Dorothea's arm and giving her a meaningful look, waving his free hand shortly at me. 
‘Johnny, you take the movies, right? We'll wait outside. And nice to meet you, Richie! Gonna be fun to hang out 
with ya tonight: With that, they disappeared out through the door with a soft ring of the doorbell. 


| hurried to stuck the films in a bag for John so he wouldn't have to carry them around in his arms. ‘It's 
actually gonna be pretty fun tonight, even if it's a bunch of little kids I'm gonna hang out with, | teased and 
John rolled his eyes at me. 


‘We're not that young, you know,' he leaned across the counter and leaned towards me. | let my hand slide up 
and cup back of his head, feeling the soft strands twisting around my fingers, and pulled him in, moaning softly 
as he gave me another warm, openmouthed kiss and | pressed my tongue back against his, the fire in my 
crotch igniting again as | slid my tongue along the inside of his mouth, keeping my eyes halfway open to take in 
his flustered face. "Shit, if we go one like this, I'm going to have to lock myself up in the bathroom first thing | 
do after he leaves." My crotch throbbed lightly when | broke the kiss and moved my hand to brush his 
bottom lip with my thumb. 


‘tll see ya tonight then, Johnny-baby?' | said. He nodded and took the bag in his hand, walking slowly backwards 


towards the exit. 


‘Yeah, see ya.. I'll miss you." he said, with sparkling eyes, and pulled the shades down with his free hand to hide 
them. 


‘ll miss you too; | admitted, leaning my forearms against the cash counter, looking at him with what | know 


was a dopey grin, sighing softly. 


‘Bye, Richie... he said as he opened the door, lingering in the doorway just to make sure he wouldn't miss my 


reply. 


‘Bye, Johnny.. | replied, and with that he slipped out and was gone, leaving me with a heavy sense of loss inside. 
"| can't wait, its going to be great seeing him tonight.. hope our time alone is as cozy as | want it to be, just 


like last time..." 


Movie Night 


Author's Notes: 

Wow, a new chapter? Really? Yup, due to much pushing and all the appreciation this fic has gotten, i got some 
inspiration and managed to write another chapter, and hopefully I\\ll be able to post new ones more regularly 
again now :D | do apologize for grammatical errors, | am way too tired to re-read and correct all of them now, 


but | will do it as soon as | can :) Until then, | hope you enjoy ;) 


Finally re-read it and got rid of grammatical errors, and | can tell you there\'s a new chapter in progress as 


of now ;) 


| really was on edge, could barely sit still. Every five seconds, | had to glance out the window to see if | could 
manage getting a glimpse of Richie's cart when he drove up the driveway. | constantly changed positions, first 
lying down on the bed, then sitting cross-legged, and then lying on my back before starting all over again. But 
so far Richie hadn't showed up. It was half past seven and | had begun to worry about him, | wanted to see 
him so badly, | missed him more than | thought it was physically possible to miss someone, | just wanted him 
to get there up already. David laughed at me, gave me a knowing look and threw a pillow at my head from 


where he sat on the floor. 


‘Cut it out, Bongiovi, he's gonna be here any moment now, you're makin’ us worry tool’ he pointed out, 


snickering. 


| glanced towards Dorothea, she didn't seem particularly interested in the subject at hand, grumpy rather, as 
she sat with her arms folded across her chest and a scowl on her face, trying her best to appear 
concentrated on the movie we'd put on to pass time while waiting. It was a horror-movie, obviously, but it 


wasn't very scary, just disgusting and gory. Nothing one would have nightmares after watching. 


‘Well, I'm sorry. | murmured shyly and stood on my knees in bed to once again look out the window and 
scrutinize the residential area. "| want Richie to be here now." | restlessly drummed my hands against my 
thighs and squinted my eyes, then got off the bed and stood in front of the full-length mirror. | saw the 
reflection of David grinning at me in the mirror, but ignored him after having stuck my tongue out at him 


once, which he pointed out was me behaving like the kid | was. 
I'd swapped clothes for the evening, wearing a pair of my short denim-shorts and a thin, low-cut tank-top 
with the Rolling Stones’ logo. It was really warm day, even though the evening was falling, and | went barefoot 


since dad had made it a rule to not wear shoes indoors. Socks just got sweaty. 


‘You're actin’ like a little kid waitin’ for the ice cream truck, David teased. ‘What flavour do you prefer..? 


Chocolate..° Vanilla.. he paused for dramatic effect, ‘Salt. 


‘Shut up Lemma, l'm tryin to watch the movie so can ya please be quiet? Dorothea sighed and gave David an 
annoyed look. He raised his hands in defense, and | rolled my eyes at them both, even though | couldn't hide 


how embarrassed | was. ‘Just so ya know, | haven't actually tasted the ice cream yet, Lemma.. 


| felt my cheeks flush, looking down at the floor and sulking a bit before | shrugged and climbed back onto the 
bed again. | placed my palms against the window and squinted, trying to see clearly and listen for any car 
engine. | crossed my arms and looked at my watch instead. A quarter to seven. "Damn, where are you Richie? 


You said you'd be here by now, you promised that you'd show up as soon as you just got out of work." 


That's when | heard the sound of the doorbell, and opened my eyes. | didn't take more than a second to realize 
that it had to be Richie. | must have completely missed the sound of the engine, and thought briefly that he 
might have taken the bus instead. A huge grin spread across my face and in the wink of an eye, | was on the 
run. | almost stumbled over David as | hurried down the stairs and past my mom who was already about to 


open the door. 


‘Hold there! I'll take it! | assured a little too loudly, feeling excited and out of breath. I'd longed to see Richie 
again, | had to be the one that opened the door and the first to hear his deep smooth voice, smell his sweet 
scent. "| need to be the one who to see him first, look into those beautiful caramel eyes. | need to be the one 
to run my fingers through his thick, silky brown hair, to see those long lean legs, that warm smile." | felt the 
butterflies fluttering around in my belly like crazy as | clumsily tried to hurry and unlock the door, and swore 
quietly to myself before finally getting it up. | shuddered from head to toe and my knees buckled when | 
opened the door. | felt both shy and overjoyed at the same time. 


There stood Richie, wearing a half-unbuttoned, purple shirt and high jeans, the shirt tucked into them as 
usually. He was wearing white sneakers and a black cowboy hat with a silver brim to go with it. On someone 
else it would have looked pretty ridiculous, but not on Richie; the hat made him look mysterious and so sexy. 
He smiled at me and | felt my cheeks heat up again, taking a step to the side to allow him entrance. | must 
have look really stupid and he chuckled at me, ruffling my hair and winking one eye. | was completely tongue- 
tied | wanted to kiss him, but didn't want trying in front of mom. | had no idea how she would react, and didn't 
dare to take the risk. 


| watched silently as Richie shook my mother's hand and greeted her, her face lighting up like the sun. It was 
easy to see that she already liked Richie, and | felt very relieved. ‘So this is the infamous Richie Sambora, John 
never stops speaking of you, he praises you all the time, mom smiled almost teasingly, and her eyes sparkled. 
‘Come on mom." | muttered in embarrassment and noticed how Richie shot me an amused look. 


‘Oh, does he? 


‘Yes, he's been talking about all the fun you two've had , talking about how good you get along’ mom nodded. 


‘| can imagine, he's a great guy, your son,' chuckled Richie, and | blushed even harder. "If you go on like this, I'l 


melt into a puddle right on the floor, Richie." 


‘Mom, we ain't got time now, we're gonna go up to the others, you can talk to Richie some other time, | said 
before the situation had the chance to get even more embarrassing for me, and grabbed Richie's wrist to try 
dragging him up the stairs, a not so easy task because he was a good bit taller than me. | completely missed 
the thoughtful gaze mom gave us. Richie just lifted his hat in a joking manner before he stumbled after me. 


When we got up the stairs and were sure we were out of sight, with my mother having walked into the 


kitchen, and David and Dorothea still sitting in my room a few feet away, | turned around and smiled. 
‘Hey... | said softly but | looked down at the floor, feeling stupid, but | didn't know what else to say. 


‘Hey there, Johnny. he smiled and took a step closer to me as he put his hands against the sides of my waist, 
pulling me in closer to him. | looked up at his face and cupped his cheeks in my palms. 


‘| missed you..' | whispered, though it'd only been a few hours since our last meeting. "He'll never understand 


how much | love him, it's crazy... how is it even possible to feel like this?" 


'Really..?” He shook his head slightly, then bent down and looked deep into my eyes. | felt a familiar rush of heat 


run down my spine to stab my groin and bit my bottom lip hard. ‘| missed you too. 


| shuddered from the closure and felt tingly inside, while | stood on my tiptoes and pressed my lips tenderly to 
Richie's. | heard him let out a little sigh, and then he wrapped his arms around my waist to press me closer 
yet to his body. | moaned quietly and parted my lips, letting his tongue slip into my mouth to meet my own. A 
vague lightheadedness came over me, as if | was losing my footing and let my fingers glide through his long 
hair instead. He lowered his hands to squeeze my ass. "Can it even be any better? How can this be so damn 


rice? He tastes so good, | want to kiss him forever." 


| never wanted the kiss to end, but after a moment he drew back and straightened up to peck my nose, and 


then my forehead. ‘| think we should go be with your friends now: 


| nodded, though | didn’t really want to. | almost regretted that | hadn't invited only Richie, and moved movie 
right to another date, but the deed was done and | couldn't just throw the others out. Besides, they wouldn't 
be staying overnight. | already longed to be alone with Richie. 


‘Okay, since you ain't been here before, the bathroom is over there,' | said to inform Richie and pointed 
towards the door fartherst down the hallway. ‘Between the bathroom and my room, the middle room on the 
right, is Matt and Tony's, my brothers y'know. Mom and Dad's room is on the other side opposite theirs. Next 
to it lyes the workroom, also called dad's den Downstairs there's the kitchen, living room, dining room and 


another hallway, plus one more bathroom: 


‘Okay, | think | got this now, he nodded with a smile and kissed my cheek as he took my hand. ‘Let's go and 


watch a movie now, huh?! 


| stuck my bottom lip out in a pout, and frowned at him. ‘| thought you wanted to be with me..?' | said, 
pretending | was hurt. But | couldn't keep the act up and immediately started giggling instead. 


‘Ya know | wanna be with you, but ya got other guests too,’ he laughed and nodded his head toward the door 


to my room. ‘Come on now, you little baby: 


| laughed and shrugged my shoulders a little before squeezing his hand and leading him inside my room. Both 
David and Dorothea were still on the floor. Dorothea hadn't moved an inch, while David was now lying on his 
stomach munching on some chips. Both of them looked up at us, David with a knowing grin and Dorothea with 
the same indifferent expression she'd worn last time she met Richie. It hurt, the way we seemed to gross her 
out. "You could at least pretend, Dot, we're friends.. just because | happen to like guys, I'm not a different 


person just because I'm seeing another guy.."It hurt how she couldn't seem to accept it. 


‘Yo Richie," David said and raised his hand to greet Richie. ‘Good thing you came, John was becomin' unbearable, 


he was runnin’ “round like a headless chicken in here before you showed up‘ 

| hung my head and let my thick hair fall down to conceal my burning hot face. ‘| didn't do that.. 

‘You sure did! David exclaimed. 

‘Aw, don't you worry Johnny-boy, ain't nothin! wrong with that. said Richie and let go of my hand to tuck 
some of my wild hair behind my ear. Then he wrapped one arm around me and pulled me with him as he went 
to settle at the edge of the bed, and | sat down right next to him. | leaned my temple against his shoulder and 
he leaned his cheek against the top of my head. 


"Can't you two cut that cuddly shit down? whined Dorothea, without even looking up at us. 


‘Oh.. uhm, sorry, | mean.. yeah, we can. Richie said insecurely, and a bit taken aback, after a few seconds, 


sounding disappointed. He was just about to move away from me when | stopped him. 
‘No, we can't! 


‘Alright, whatever, you don't gotta be so snarky. muttered Dorothea, obviously annoyed. What was wrong with 
her, really? "I'm not the snarky one...” 


David simply shrugged and gave me and Richie a confused look. ‘The movie is finished, and for you, John, who 
saw everything except the end, it was no better than the beginning. Worst movie I've ever seen. What do we 


watch now? ' 


‘The Texas Chainsaw Massacre, said Richie who had been looking over the movie titles, and David gave a 


confident grin. ‘Or are you babies too chicken? 


David laughed. ‘Fuck you man, | think we dare watchin’ it. Dot, plug it in, you're closest to the TV: 


Dorothea sighed heavily and crawled on her knees to push the button and watching the first videotape appear 
from inside the video-player, passing it on to David who put it in its case, and then sticking in the next movie 


and pressing play button She moved back to her intial spot. 
‘There. IF's in. ' 


| shifted a bit on the bed, not wanting to sit by the edge and inching up against the wall. Richie followed me. He 
leaned his back against the wallpaper and | crawled halfway up onto his lap. It felt slightly embarrassed with 
David and Dorothea in the room, but | didn't bother too much, | just wanted to be as close to Richie as 
possible. He kissed my temple and | leaned my head against his shoulder while | tried to watch the movie. He 
absentmindedly twinned my hair between his long fingers as he looked at the screen, completely sucked into 
the film. | ran my own hand up and down his side, inside his shirt. His skin was so soft.. 


Four hours later, by eleven o'clock, David's father had come to pick him and Dorothea up, as he'd already 
offered to drive her home as well. Me and Richie had brought down the extra mattress from the attics that 
he would be sleeping on. I'd of course had preferred him sharing the bed with me, but | didn't want mom to 
get suspicious if she'd accidentally look in and catch us. I'd helped him make the bed with pink sheets and a 
floral duvet sheeting on the blanket that just happened to be matching my own, which embarrassed me when | 
realized it. I'd just grabbed onto the first piece of fabric | found 


We weren't planning to sleep yet though, | wanted to stay up and talk to Richie, but | knew we had to keep it 
down because Matt and Tony were going to school next day. | lay on my side in bed and peered down at him as 
he lay on his back with his arms folded behind his head and smiled back up at me, just having finished a piece 
of pizza that he'd snatched from the open carton still on the floor. Richie had arrived to late to share it with 


us, so he was having his share of the cold pie now instead. 


‘So.. what now? | wondered shyly, picking his hat up off the floor and placing it on top of my head. ‘How do | 


look?! 
‘Well, there's a lotta things that could happen now..' Richie raised his eyebrows and gave me a mischievous 
look, but giggled at my mortified expression. ‘I was kiddin’. Or, well, not really, but ya get it.. and you're 


gorgeous, as always.’ 


| nodded and blushed hard, looking away momentarily while placing the hat back down where I'd found it. 
‘Richie..? 


‘Yeah? 


Well.. we're together... 


‘Yeah, unless you've changed your mind ‘bout it all, he smiled, but quickly turned serious, looking back at me 
with anxious eyes. ‘haven't changed your mind, have you..?' 


‘What..? No! | said and noted how he immediately relaxed. ‘No, never.. ya know I'm in love with you..' | reassured 


him, and he nodded his head while shifting and reaching up to brush my lips with his thumb. ‘Get down here: 
| shook my head and stuck my tongue out. ‘| don't wanna, that mattress is fuckin! uncomfortable: 


‘Ya actually right ‘bout that... then I'll get up there, then, he decided, after some quick deliberation. | didn't say 
anything in protest, because | enjoyed the idea of him snuggling close to me, and he climbed onto my bed to 
crawl underneath the blanket. He lied down right on top of me, curling up between my legs and with one arm 


resting on either side of my head to prop his weight up. ‘Hey baby.. 


‘Hey baby. | repeated, lobing how his body felt pressing against mine, the way his soft crotch was pushing a 
little against my own, making it throb lightly. | swallowed. "He's so very close.. does he want to try something 
again? I'd like that, | want to know how it all feels.. | want to know everything, | want him to touch me 


everywhere." ‘You were plannin' to do somethin'..? 


‘Yeah.. if you wanna..? I've been waitin’ all day and all night. he grinned and kissed me hungrily. | was caught off 
guard but soon kissed him back, letting out tongues swirl and dance together. Once again | found myself leaving 
the real world and flying away, my hands running up and down his sides. When we pulled back, | was breathless 
and | couldn't help but love the way his full lips looked almost bruised, a swollen red shade to them. 


Then | nodded. ‘Yeah.. ya can do somethin’, if you wanna. | agreed shyly, and felt the nervousness begin to 
grow at the pit of my belly. I'd been dying for the next time he and | were to get intimate again, and now it 
seemed like that moment was finally here. ‘What do you wanna do..?" | wondered, both curious and a little 
scared. "Why am | even afraid? He'd never do anything to hurt me, he's always so gentle.. cut it out John, it's 
going to be alright... 


‘Somethin’ you're really gonna love, he promised and winked his eye, shifting a little. He slid down a bit and 
gripped lightly on the hem of my shirt, pulling it all the way up across my stomach and chest, fully exposing 
my torso. ‘Mn, | like this.. 


‘Richie.’ | whispered, but it came out sounding more like a whimper, making me feel ridiculous for reacting so 
quickly. 

He looked up at me and smiled again. ‘Nothin to be afraid of, honey... | promise. 

He stroked my cheek and then let both hands come to rest against my lower belly, gently caressing the skin 
with his thumbs. | sucked on my bottom lip, having some idea of where this was going and | was already 


overthinking. "He's not going to.. right? | mean, right? Not that | don't want it, | just.. what if | fuck it up..2" 


‘Have.. have you done this before.” | whispered anxiously and tried to make out his face, but in the dim light 


from my bedside lamp, all | could see was the lustful glow in his caramel eyes as he lay half buried beneath 


my blanket. 


He didn't reply, only tenderly pressed his lips to one of my nipples and lapped at it, flicking his tongue. | 
swallowed hard and felt heat spreading throughout my body, but my hands were cold and trembling, gripping 
onto the blanket. | was that nervous. He teased my nipple for a while, before kissing his way across my chest 
to it's twin, repeating the same procedure. | groaned quietly, breathing heavily through my nose and tilting my 
head backwards. He took the opportunity to lick and nip all over my neck and collarbones, making me writhe 
beneath him. It felt indescribably good, and the waves of desire went straight down to my crotch. | was getting 
impossibly hard, | just couldn't help but rub myself against his stomach, spreading my legs wider. It felt so 
fucking good. 


He picked his head up and blew some air onto both of my wet nipples. The air was icy cold to me, and | 
shuddered. | felt his soft, plump lips wandering down my stomach to my belly button while he kept decending 
lower. He slowly unbuttoned my shorts and tugged the zipper down As usually, | wasn't wearing any 
underwear, and he yanked at my shorts until they rested low on my hips, my hardness fully exposed to him. 
Though | couldn't see what was going on anymore, the blanket completely swallowing both Richie and my lower 
body, so | squeezed my eyes shut. But what | was focused on was how the way his tongue was moving in and 
out of my belly button, and then how it slowly licked a wet trail downwards toward the place where | 
desperately wanted that mouth, feeling excited and exhilarated. Richie had completely disappeared under the 
blankets by now, and my crotch was throbbing, pulsating with desire. 


‘Richie. | repeated again and heard his breathless chuckle coming from underneath the covers. But in the split 
of a second, | couldn't have been quiet if | wanted. 


Something warm, wet surrounded every sensitive inch of me and | gasped loudly for air, moaning. Partly 
because of the shock, partly because of how unbelievably, overwhelmingly good it felt, and | involuntarily 
bucked my hips up against what | knew must be Richie's mouth. A slight grunt came from the darkness under 


the thick fabric and | felt one of his hands on my hips, holding me down. 


‘Ah.! S-sorry.. | mumbled through my irregular, heavy breathing, my voice hitching and turning into an 
undefinable pleasure-noise. | grabbed a rough hold of the bedsheets, not knowing what else to hold onto. 
Because now he'd begun to move. First slowly and teasingly, making me want to force his head down but 
resisting the sudden urge, not knowing where it came from. "Oh God, this is heaven.. | can't take it, its so 
fucking good.. shit, he knows what he's doing, don't make him stop, don't make him stop now.. | need him, | need 


this._!" 


Then he picked up the pace, going much faster, bobbing his head. | felt his mouth move up and then drop down, 
up and down, up and down. My thighs trembled and the fire rushed through my veins, it felt like | was about 
to explode. "Damn, he's really going to go through with this.. what if he thinks it tastes disgusting if | come in 
his mouth..? What if he feels uncomfortable with it all..? But its so fucking good.. oh God.. please, faster, just a 
little bit.. Richie... Richie..!" 


| arched my back, no longer having control over my own body and how it was reacting to what he was doing. 
The only thing | felt was the warmth and softness and wetness. And the way he was sucking. Just tightly 
enough, drawing it out a little, and | thought | would lose my mind. | pulled my legs all the way up and my toes 


curled. 


‘Ah.. o-oh R-richie.. p-please .. | c-can't.! | tried to stutter a coherent sentence, but | didn't even know myself 
what it was | was trying to say. 


It felt absolutely wonderful, too good to be true. | heard the pulse roaring in my ears and the lust burning 
inside was breathtaking. With a loud whine, not realizing how loud | was, | pushed my head into the pillow, eyes 
rolling back into my head and body jerking from head to foot as | came hard. | had never in my life felt so 
completely satisfied as | slumped back down onto the mattress. The only thing | registered at that moment 
was how Richie groaned and then the way his mouth pulled away, and the way his head dropped onto my inner 
thigh. 


We remained in that position for a while, and | was eternally grateful that mom hadn't heard me and walked in 
to see what was really going on "I didn't know it could feel this amazing.. | hope Richie didn't think it was bad.. 
wait, what if he's hard too? What if he wants me to help him..?" 


‘R-richie..? | whispered when I'd caught my breath, and wiped the sweat off my brow with the back of my 
hand. 


‘Hm..?* he replied weakly, and | pulled down the covers a bit so | could see his face, blushing at the way it lay 
nestled up right next to my crotch. His cheeks were rosy and his eyes looked shiny and glossy when he opened 
them to meet my gaze. 

‘Dya want.. | mean.. me to.. y'know.. | wondered shyly, raising my eyebrows in a silent question 

He shook his head, smiling. ‘You ain't gotta... | only need a napkin.. 

| blinked and gave Richie a confused look, but soon realized what he meant, my face turning red again. | knew | 
looked like an actual tomato. ‘Oh.. er, on the floor, there's some paper, | think. Lemma spilled some soda earlier... 
‘In a moment.. l'm too tired to move right now.’ he replied and pecked the soft skin close to his lips, but he did 


shift a bit to inch up, so he could look me in the eye with his head propped on my shoulder. 


‘You're so beautiful. | said, and | really meant it. He was, with those kind brown eyes, dark lashes and his 
pouty plump lips, his face framed by thick chestnut hair. Now it was his turn to blush. 


‘Aw, thank baby.. you're much more beautiful than me anyway, you're the most beautiful man I've ever seen.’ 
he murmured and kissed my cheek, before shutting his eyes and exhaling. He looked so peaceful right then, 
breathing softly. 


‘Did it.. taste bad.. | asked, after a while when I'd gathered up the courage, feeling ashamed for asking but 
wanting to know. "Stupid question Bongiovi, as if it would actually taste good or anything, what do you expect 
him to say, really?" 


He looked at me again, with his affectionate and adoring eyes. ‘No, it tasted good, actually, much better than 
any woman, that | promise you: | tried to find the slightest trace of dishonesty in his face, but no signs were 
visible. 


‘Really? | asked in disbelief, face flustered. 
‘Really really, he nodded. 


| puffed out and felt relieved. ‘That's great.. | really love you. | chuckled, and closed my eyes, but quickly 
snapping them open again when | realized what I'd just said, staring at him with a mortified expression. | must 
have looked like a deer in the headlights, feeling terrified. "Oh my fucking God, what the hell are you thinking, 
John?! That was way too early! What is he going to think? You've made yourself out dumber than you are, 
you goddamn idiot!" 


‘D-do ya.?” he asked hoarsely, licking his lips, and he seemed pretty nervous. | turned my head away, | couldn't 


look him in the eye, afraid of what was coming next, and nodded. 
‘Yeah... | do... 


He took my hand in his clean one and squeezed it tenderly, bringing it up to his lips to kiss each of my knuckles. 
‘That makes me real happy to hear.. ‘cause | love you too.. he replied, and | looked back at him to see the big 
goofy grin on his face. 


Breakfast Revelations 


Author's Notes: 
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| woke up in the morning with a sore and achy back, and noticed that | was freezing which was highly unusual 
for me since | normally ran a few degrees hotter than the rest of humanity, at least according to my mother. 
| had managed to tangle one leg into blanket John had let me borrow, and thus that leg was the only part of 
me that was somewhat warm. As if that wasn't enough, the mattress was just as uncomfortable to sleep on 
as John had predicted it to be. However | heard a quiet, faint snoring and looked up towards the bed to lay 
eyes upon John, who was still sound asleep with a strain of drool trailing from the corner of his mouth and his 
right arm dangling over the edge of the be. "Are there ever any moments when Jon is not the most handsome 


man on the planet? | don't understand how he does it, he's not even trying.. who else but him could look good 


when he's drooling?" | chuckled at the thought. 


Johns otherwise stylish hair was matted and disheveled, as he was too tired to take a shower before he went 
to sleep the night before. | had suggested that we would take a quick shower together when his parents had 
gone to bed but he'd just stared at me a horrified expression, as if | was a lunatic. Moreover, he had 
reluctantly forced me down on the mattress after | blew him with the objection that his mother might wake 
us in the morning and that she couldn't see us together. "Hell no she didn't, thankfully though." | myself was 
only wearing a pair of briefs, so it would have been embarrassing if his mom had walked in to spot me like 
this. | quickly wrapped myself up in the blanket. But what kept replaying at the back of my mind was how the 
night before he'd told me he loved me . l'd admittedly already been suspecting it but | was still surprised to 
hear him say the actually words, and embarrassed when | myself confessed that | felt the same way. | felt 


my heart beat faster in my chest. 


| went back to studying him closely, scrutinizing his every feature. From the way his fingers twitched to the 
way his eyelids did the same, and how his snores would sound different every time he'd let out some 
intelligible sentence. With half of his blanket on the floor, he was dressed only in a pair of gray sweatpants 
which were now hung alarmingly low on his hips and | could spot the white line the sun hadn't reached beneath 
his bathing shorts. | could also see all that chest hair speckled over his chest, a thin trail of hair disappearing 
beneath the hem of the pants. He'd insisted on keeping his pants on, even after revealing that he usually liked 
to sleep naked looked like he was about to sweat to death beneath the thick covers. When | suggested that he 
could use a quilt instead, he flat out refused saying he didn't want to freeze his ass off and wake up in the 
middle of the night, cold as a corpse. He was definitely stubborn, though at the moment | only found that to 


be adorable. | assumed he was still shy around me, which was kind of cute. "Damn, Sambora, since did you ever 


think of another buy as cute and adorable?" 


| lay there for a while, | don't know how long but it may have been a half hour or more, and just looked at him 
as he stirred in his sleep. | wanted so badly to snuggle up next to him and hold him in my arms, but didn't 
dare to wake him up. | didn't know whether he'd be grumpy in the morning or happy to see me disturbing his 
peace. Eventually, he let out a little grunt, rolled over so he was laying on his back and opened his eyes. In that 
moment, he was the sweetest thing I'd ever seen where he lay dazed for a second, with his hair on end and 


his tired, unfocused eyes. Then he stretched his arms high above his head and yawned loudly. 
‘Gmorning, darlin’... | murmured softly and smiled up at him, unable to take my eyes off of him and his beauty. 


He jumped visibly and let out a small shriek before clasping a hand over his mouth and looking down at me with 
huge, terrified eyes. | started laughing at his shocked expression and it soon became clear to him what | was 
doing there. He frowned, face flustered as he stuck his tongue out, shooting out his lower lip and acting pouty. 
‘Cut that the fuck out, Sambora , I'd forgotten that you were here. he admitted sheepishly, but soon began to 
laugh along with me. It was impossible not to see the fun in the moment. He had a very nice laughter, if that's 
something one could possibly think of as nice. 


‘Did you sleep well? he asked as we calmed down a bit and he sat up with his legs crossed, scratching the top 
of his head. His face was red, but | couldn't tell whether it was because he was blushing or because he'd 
laughed so hard. My own face was feeling pretty warm as well. | gave him a disappointed look when he pulled 
up his pants so | could no longer see his tan line. He raised an eyebrow at me and rolled his eyes, but in a shy 


manner. 


| chuckled. ‘I slept alright, though | gotta admit the ya were right ‘bout that damn mattress being 
uncomfortable as fuck, no kiddin’: John gave me a guilty look and | almost felt sorry for him, we both knew he 
didn't have to feel guilty, it was only for one night after all. ‘| woulda much preferred to use you as my 
pillow." | said, wiggling my eyebrows suggestively. 


‘M'sorry, if lid known mom wouldn't show up, | woulda let you stay on the bed. he said sincerely. | shook my 
head, stretched my long legs and then crawled up onto the edge of the bed, still wrapped up in my own blanket, 
letting one hand go to stroke his hair, fondly ruffling it. 


‘ts all right, | know how your parents are. Don't wanna get us in trouble: | lent down a bit and kissed his lips 
gently, something he definitely appreciated because he immediately kissed back. We didn't say anything for a 
while, just kissed over and over, spilling tender pecks. | couldn't get enough of him. Somehow there was no way 
for us to get close enough. I'd never been in an actual relationship before, but had to admit that this was the 
best experience | ever had, being able to be with someone who | wanted with all my being and who | knew 
wanted me just as much. He was so incredibly beautiful. When we finally pulled back, we just sat there for a 
moment and looked at each other. He blushed and | smiled, rubbing my nose against his and putting one arm 


around him, pulling him close to me and he wrestled his way into my little cocoon of blankets, crawling onto my 


lap. 


He sighed contentedly and rested his head against my shoulder. ‘Are you hungry? If | ain't wrong my mom is 
gonna go visit grandma today, she said. Grandma doesn't live far from here, so that means we've got the 
house all to ourselves with Matt and Tony at school and dad at work: It sounded as both a rhetorical question 
and a statement all at once and he was beaming at me with his bright white, even teeth. | grinned at him. 


‘tm always hungry, in case | haven't told you yet, I'll tell you now, ' | said, and when he looked up | winked at 
him. "Come on, stay calm and don't stress it all, you know people have a hard time with that part of you. You 
always rush anything, take it easy, everything wil be alright," said my inner voice. 


‘Okay,’ he said, ‘then let's go downstairs and eat something. There's cereal, toast, and a million other things to 
eat. You just pick whatever you want: He seemed less and less shy for every second we were together, and | 


liked that, liked how he was getting comfortable with me. | was so happy that he dared to relax and be himself. 


He pecked my lips a couple of times, and | took the opportunity to cup his cheek and stroke it with my thumb. 
He sighed contentedly before he getting up. | watched him cross the room to reach the drawer on the other 
side. He bent down and started digging through the mid drawer in search for something to wear and grabbed 
at a white sweater with the Superman logo. | understood why he'd chosen that shirt because when | looked 
through the small window above his bed, the sun had disappeared behind the clouds and the trees were 
slightly swaying in the wind. | watched as he piled the sweater over his head and quickly traded the sweatpants 
for a pair of light blue high waist jeans. | had nothing whatsoever against the swap, especially not when he 
didn't use any underwear and | had the opportunity to get a good view of his bare ass, studying the firm and 
well shaped round cheeks and how pale they were compared to his tan thighs. | felt a shudder of pleasure run 
through body all the way down to the groin If he hadn't had his back turned towards me, he would have been 
flustered again. "If | had had an ass like that, | wouldn't have used underwear either, because that's definitely 
the best looking ass | ever saw.. not to mention how soft it is to the touch.. " 


| got a naughty idea and stood up as quietly as | could, that the bed wasn't creaking noticeably and neither 
were the floorboards. John was busy pulling his hair back with a rubber band and | tiptoed silently up behind 
him to grab tightly with both hands, one hand on each ass cheek, squeezing almost hard enough to leave 
bruises. He jolted and yepled right out only to turn around and playfully slap my arm. 


‘Richie! Come on, d'ya want me to die of heart attack or somethin’? Stop scaring mel e scolded but was 
obviously not the least upset, just a tiny bit embarrassed. He larked his arms around my neck and kissed my 
nose and cheeks, then slipped away again before | got a chance to even try holding him back. ‘Are you gonna 
borrow some clothes or do you wanna wear your own? he asked, looking questioningly at me. He was so 


beautiful that my heart ached, and another part of me was tingling quite insistently. 


| shook my head and picked up my clothes from where they lay in a crumpled heap on the floor next to the 
mattress. | pulled my jeans on and buttoned my shirt all the way up, it took me a while to go through all the 
buttons with my suddenly clumsy fingers. | didn't feel overly cold anymore, at least. That's when | noticed that 
John's eyes never left me. I'd never thought of myself as very attractive, because | wasn't, at least not in my 
own eyes, so it did me good to know that he was watching me. | studied him out of the corner of my eye and 
when he noticed that he cleared his throat and hurried to open the door. He almost stumbled on his own feet 


which made me smile. 


‘Uh, l'm just goin’ down to set the table and prepare everything, ya can borrow my hairbrush if you want, it's 
on the bedside table, he hastened to point out, pointing in the direction of the bed before he slipped out into 
the hallway with a bright but small smile. | stood and stared at the now half-open door, about to button my 
pants, but instead of zipping them up, | let one hand slip inside my jeans to rub gently at my crotch. | moaned 
quietly and closed his eyes for a moment. "Damn, he's handsome, why'd he have to go..? We certainly could 
have had some more fun, just like yesterday.. he tasted so good, he's so sexy when he comes.. | wish | could 
have slept in his bed so | could have touched him some more.. he could have touched me too, it's so awesome 
when he does.." 


| felt the hot flames shot through my abdomen and how my groin started to throb a more persistently but | 
decided that |, sadly, didn't have time for this right now. | involuntarily removed my hand from my pants and 
buttoned them, took a quick look in the mirror John had in his room, brushed my hair and then hurried out of 
the room. | was careful to close the door before | went down the stairs. After some curious looking around at 
the big and supposedly homely but somehow still uninviting house, | found John in the kitchen, in the process 
of setting up the various things he'd found that might suit for breakfast. | stood in the doorway with my 
hands on my hips and smiled, shaking my head. 


| carefully studied the room itself, it was a rather large and spacious kitchen with a tiled floor and a bright 
wallpaper, but the room somehow had an almost cruel atmosphere to it. There were lots of counters and 
cabinets lined along the walls and in the middle of the room stood a large wooden table with six chairs. Light 
blue curtains hung in front of the only window the room had to offer, but they were drawn shut, so | localized 
the light switch on one side of the door frame and turned on the ceiling lamp. The room seemed a little 


brighter and more inviting in itself now. 


‘You're gonna make breakfast for one person, not an army, Johnny: He spun around and looked at me, folding 
his arms across his chest but he didn't say anything so | took the opportunity to look at everything he'd set 
out. On the table were five different kinds cereals, ranging from chocolate puffs to proper and actually healthy 
breakfast cereals. There was can of milk, a can of chocolate powder, three different kinds of toast bread, both 
orange and strawberry jam, butter, cheese, salami, ham, peanut butter and cucumber. ‘.Wow, ya weren't lyin’ 


when you said that there was a lot to pick from,' | admitted in awe. 


‘Why would | lie for no reason? he said jokingly, gently poking my belly as he passed me by to retrieve cutlery 
from the drawers, and some mugs from the cupboards. He looked up at me with curious eyes. ‘What do you 


wanna eat? Cereal? | need to know if you gonna need a bowl and spoon; he said, smiling shyly. 


‘| can take a bowl of cereal; | nodded, but instead of walking to sit at the table and wait for him to fetch 
cheese slicers, knives, spoons and whatever else we might possibly need | headed his direction My stomach 
rumbled loudly, but | could ignore that because | realized that there was something | hungered for more than 
food, and | felt my belly flutter with the butterflies Jon always seemed to awaken within me. John stood by 
one of the counters with cutlery drawer opened but he turned himself around when he realized that | was 


approaching him. | placed my hands on his hips and pulled him close to me, so close that our bodies were 


pressing against each other, looking down at his handsome face, noting a small beauty spot at the right side of 
his nose I'd never noticed before. He licked his lips and wet them until they were gleaming. His pink tongue 
looked almost playful when it darted out, moist and oh-so-inviting. | grinned widely blew lightly at his bangs. 


‘| thought maybe we could do other stuff than just eatin’ sice we've now got the house all to ourselves." | said 
in a low sensual tone, and he immediately realized what | was hinting at, for all the blood seemed to rush to 
his face and he was now more reminiscent of a tomato in the wig than a man. ‘Ya ain't gotta be so shy, it's 


just me.. 


| took one step forward and lowered my hands , first to squeeze his ass again a few times and listen to how 
he responded by gasping quietly. Then | moved my hands lower to his thighs and used the counter behind him 
as support, lifting him off the floor. He threw his arms around my neck and let me place him down on the 
countertop, spreading his legs so that | could fit in between them, and so that we could remain as close to 
each other as physically possible. At first we were only regarding each other, drinking in each others features. 
Then | gently kissed the corner of his mouth, probing my tongue against the seam before drawing back and | 
could feel him shudder. It felt like being in heaven, as if nothing could be better than to be near him, and we 
weren't even doing anything sexual. The mere thought of actually being able to have sex with him one day 
though made the arousal spring to life within me. 


‘| love you.’ he whispered tenderly, and his eyes seemed to look right into my soul when he looked at me, his 
eyes were so honest though darkened. | grinned so widely that my cheeks ached but | couldn't possibly stop 
smiling, | had never been happier. "This is the second time he says it.. if | can hear him tell me those words 
only once every day for the rest of my life, I'll never be unhappy.. come on, say it back and kiss him.. make 


him understand how much you love him..." 


‘Johnny... | love you.. | think.’ | paused for a moment, wrapped one arm around his waist and tilted his head 
slightly to the side with my other hand beneath his chin to nibble teasingly at his earlobe. He trembled and | 
felt it, hearing him moan weakly. | loved the little noises he made, | couldn't get enough of them. They let me 
know that | was doing everything right. ‘I think we were meant for each other, | want you to always be mine.. | 
murmured lightly in his ear and then dipped my tongue into it a few times, slowly moving it back and forth, 
and | could see the way the fine hairs on his nape were standing on end, could see the goosebumps. His body 
felt hot against my own when | blew gently into his now wet ear and then kissed my way down the side of his 
neck, leaving a trail of saliva where my tongue lapped at the tender skin, then | moved back up again. | sucked 
at the smooth skin beneath his ear and listened to his breathing that was becoming heavier with each breath, 
his his chest moving quickly up and down. And his chest wasn't the only thing moving. His hips were wriggling, | 
could feel him rubbing his crotch back and forth against my own and took a deep, shaky breath. | had never 


wanted anyone in my life as much as | wanted John at that very moment. 


‘Ya so beautiful, John .. you're gorgeous.. the most beautiful there is. | went on with my sweet nothings and 
affections, but John seemed to like it because he whimpered quietly when | let one hand move upwards so | 
could release his long hair running my fingers through it. | learnt that every time | pulled the strands, he 
mewled, so he must really enjoy that. The hair was as smooth as silk even though it was still matted and 
frizzy. | kissed along his jaw until | reached his chin and then pulled back so | could see his face again His big 


blue eyes were dazed and glossy, his cheeks rosy and flushed and his mouth hung half open. The pink lips were 
so incredibly tempting. 


‘You're beautiful, too... he said hoarsely. ' Kiss me... That, he didn't have to ask me more than once. | dove head 
first into that opportunity, kissing first his lower lip, capturing it between my own to fondly suck and nibble at 
it, taking the time to almost massage it with my own lips and | felt one of his hands on my neck, making 
shivers run down my spine, while the other massaged my upper arm. First it slid up to curve around my 
shoulder then down over the muscle, and back up again. | parted my lips and gave John an intense but sloppy 
kiss, letting my tongue slip into his waiting, warm mouth and | felt his now hardening crotch continuously 
rubbing against my own, just as excited as he was, tasting the wet cavern of his mouth. | groaned and 
breathed raggedly through my nose, letting one hand trace it's way beneath the hem of his shirt and up his 
spine, tickling the warm skin. His body jerked as my fingertips grazed his shoulder. It was the most sensual 
experience I'd ever experienced, everything felt so right and perfect. | never wanted it to stop. | felt almost 


possessive of him. 


"Never let him go, Richie , never ever.. God | love him so fucking much, I'll never want anyone else, he's mine, 
mine, mine, mine.. oh God, he feels fantastic, he's an amazing kisser, the best | ever had, he tastes so good, 


everything is perf--" 


Suddenly | heard something behind us, shrill and loud | could not define the noise but it was enough to distract 
us both from the kissing and got both me and John startled. John opened his eyes and | did too. | looked at 
John's face, but he just stared in horror past me at something | couldn't spot from this angle, his face looking 
almost gray as ashes. | slowly turned around a bit so | could see what it was that scared John so badly. What 
met my gaze was John's mother's wide eyes. She was wearing a long black skirt and a white blouse, but her 
face was distorted. Her expression seemed to be a mixture of shock, disappointment and utter surprise. "Wow, 
no wonder, she definitely wasn't been expecting this." On the floor in front of her lay a shattered glass in the 
middle of a wet puddle, the sharp pieces apparent against the tiled floor. | felt my face burning up, my cheeks 
feeling hot enough to fry an egg on. | didn't even know how | was supposed to react, but | knew | didn't want to 
move away from John who by now had an almost painfully tight grip on my shoulders. He seemed genuinely 
afraid and | didn't understand why. If he'd been just as embarrassed as | was, | wouldn't have been as shocked. 


"What the fuck, clever, Richie! John told you that he didn't want his parents to know anything! You should have 
thought about it, this is the worst place in the house to try to make out with him! Now you've definitely 
embarrassed both him and yourself, what if his mother has anything against you two being together? John 
obviously hasn't told her that he likes guys, what the hell have you done? Fucking idiot!" 


" Uh.. h-hi, Mrs. Bongiovi.. excuse us for.. for the mess, l.. | can clean it up for ya. | said awkwardly, nodding 


gently in the direction of the glass shards that lay scattered on the floor. 


John's mother winced a bit at the sound of my voice and blinked as if she had been in some sort of trance, 
then shook her head slowly and bent down to pick up the larger pieces of glass one by one. | didn't let my eyes 
off of her. ‘N-no, it.. dont worry.. | just didn't know that you.. and John.. that you were John's.. uhm, 
boyfriend.. ' 


| found myself once again to be at a loss of words, opening my mouth to say something but no words forming 
so | shut it again John seemed just as speechless as | was, or | thought so anyway, until | heard his voice. He 
was still tightly pressed to me, but his voice was clear and serious. ‘Mom, l'm sorry, l.. | woulda said somethin’, 


but | was afraid to.. y'know what dad thinks, if he finds out he'll.. he'll kill me.. 


John sounded so dejected and sad, and fearful, and | held him even closer to me, both arms holding him tightly 
in my secure embrace. But he placed both hands against my chest and | understood the gesture, releasing him. 
But | couldn't help but worry. | frowned, feeling as well confused. "Why would he kill you? John, what's with 
your dad? Why wouldn't he accept you? You're his son. though your mom does seem kind of odd." | thought 
as | looked at John, but | said nothing. His face was a cold, emotionless mask when he let his feet drop down to 
touch the floor when he slid off the counter. He seemed calm, but when | looked closer | could see that his 
hands were balled and shaking. | reached out and took a gentle hold of one of those tense fists. Immediately, he 
laced his fingers with mine and squeezed my hand tightly. His palm was cold and sweaty, clammy. ‘My Johnny.. 


| murmured weakly and kissed his temple. He allowed it. 


His mother took a glance at us again and sighed heavily, shaking her head as she straightened up and went to 
throw the pieces of glass in the trash can that stood by the kitchen door. ‘John, you don't have to worry, or 
ask for forgiveness. I've.. suspected a thing or two ever since you first started hanging out with Richie and 
talking about him, l'm not mad .. l'm just.. scared, too! | could hear it in her voice that she was truthful’ John, 
are you sure this is not just a phase? That you won't...?* She turned towards us but went quiet, taking a long 
look at me, and it felt like it lasted forever. | fidgeted uncomfortably under her stare, shifting from foot to 
foot, knowing she was judging me. | almost wanted to tell her to look away. ‘Sorry, she said at last. 


‘Are you gonna tell.. dad..? | love Richie, | don't know what to do.. if | can't see him, I'll." he paused and | 
squeezed his hand right back just as hard as he was clutching mine, wanted to give him the courage to 
continue and stand up for himself and our relationship. "Stand up for us." | suspected that John's father must 
be a man who would physically show his anger more than he could ever need to, some old bruises of John's 
that | barely even noticed back then coming to mind. "Goddamn!" It brought out my own rage. "That sick old 
fuck, daring to lay his hands on my John, nobody can touch him in that way, no one gets to fucking hurt him.. 


if he as much as looks at John the wrong way." 


John's mother shook her head and smiled. It was a partly sad smile but still a smile. | exhaled heavily, didn't 
notice until then that I'd even been holding my breath. ‘No, John, l.. | won't tell your father. You have the right 
to be with whoever you choose to, your father.. he won't understand that, no. But | promise that | won't say a 
word.. | promise.’ It was only now | noticed how tired and pale John’s mom seemed to be, like she was 
unhealthy but then again I'd seen the same air about John when he was down and depressed, and how gray 
her temples were. It was also at that moment | noted a small but clear bruise beneath her right eye. | 


shivered, feeling a chill inside that I'd never ever experienced before. "Holy shit.. this is fucked up." 


‘Richie, said John's mother after another pregnant silence, ‘be careful with my John." | nodded, because she 
looked so serious and sad but also full of concern and love for her son that | couldn't have denied her even it 


I'd wanted to. | realized she was just as protective of him as | was. ‘Promise me: 


‘| promise, | replied without blinking, without even having to think about my answer. She nodded at me yet 
again, clenching and unclenching her hands but | could see that she believed me and | had her trust to at least 
some extent. Then she left the room. | understood that she needed time to herself or maybe she was just 
going to see John's grandmother as he had said earlier. | heard the front door opened and close after a short 
while. John and | stood there in silence until we heard the gravel crunching on the driveway and then the 
engine started. We listened to the car as John's mother drove away until all we could hear was the wind 
rustling through the branches of the trees just outside the window. Then | wrapped my arms around John and 
kissed his forehead, smoothing the tangled strands back with one hand. He felt so oddly cold, like it wasn't on 
the outside but on the inside he was freezing. | felt his hands take a tight but insecure hold of the fabric of 
my shirt, how his whole body trembled, his shoulders shaking, and | did everything in my power to just be 
there and not let my feelings run amok, to support him with all that | had now that he needed me. | could hear 
the weak sniffles and sobs, | felt the warm salty tears against the side of my neck when he buried his face 


against my skin. | felt so useless and reckless in that moment, how would | be able to protect him? 


‘ts all right, my darlin’ angel.. l'm gonna be here, | promise I'll take care of ya.. he won't touch you any more.. 
| said in and attempt to comfort and console him and buried my nose in his hair, breathed in his scent and 


shut my eyes. What else could | do as | listened to John weeping in my arms? 


In the Sand 


Author's Notes: 
Wow, really? A new update on this fic? Well yeah, now | haven't beatread this, but | felt like continuing the fic 
and hopefully I'll actually finish it this Summer. :) | hope th wait was worth it for this chapter, not much 


action, but sexy time enough >) 


| sighed heavily and rolled my eyes as | eyed my wristwatch, it was half past eleven which meant a one and a 
half hour's break on my part. | didn't particularly enjoy my job, but | had to make money, | knew all too well 
how my dad would react if | dropped the service. | had to pay for myself, even if four days a week as a 
baywatch didn't exactly come with high profits. But that wasn't what disturbed my concentration at the 
moment. "This has to be the most unexciting jobs on earth, it sucks that hard." 


| couldn't stop thinking about what had happened the previous day, how mom had caught me and Richie making 
out in the kitchen. | was gravely worried about what might happen if dad found out | had a boyfriend, and what 
the consequences might be. Richie had been an angel and comforted me when | broke down, although it felt 
embarrassing to cry in front of him again. The fear and worry tightened in my belly now like it had then and it 
made me feel just as uncomfortable. | couldn't help being afraid of my father. | already knew his punishments 
were painful both physically and mentally. That was the only thing on my mind as | checked to see whether my 
substitute had arrived, the spunky Sally, before turning away from the beach. The hot sand scorched my 
soles, and the sun was so bright | had to narrow my eyes. | regretted not applying any sunscreen lotion - that 
| didn't bring a pair of sunglasses - especially when all | had on was a pair of super short jeans shorts and a 


tight tank top adorned with the Rolling Stones logo. Sure, | was used to the sun but it wouldn't have hurt. 


| reached the sheds where the staff had their hideout, and where | kept my personal belongings lin a locker to 
which | bore the key in a blue rubberband around my ankle. | crouched to take it off and unlocked the locker 
just the way | did every other day, pondering whether to go somewhere to eat as usually, or to perhaps visit 
the videostore where Richie worked. | wished Richie didn't have the early slot today so we could have eaten 
together, we'd only been seeing each other for a short amount of time but it already felt like we'd never been 
apart. It was as if the time when we didn’t know each other didnt exist. | missed Richie so terribly when we 
could hang out, and despite the fact that it had only been a day since out last meeting, | couldn't stop thinking 
about the kind caremel puppyeyes, the deep dimples and the wild chestnut hair. | wished | could kiss Richie 
right then and there, at once. 


With that on my mind | extracted my socks, sneakers, my wallet and my shades from the locker so I'd have 
everything | needed to bring down to McDonald's. That was the joint closest to the beach, if | wanted pizza or 
a taco I'd be in for a longer walk and I'd have to eat on the way home. | prefered to eat in peace. | quickly put 
the socks on and stepped into my shoes, shoved the wallet down my pocket, put the shades on and hurried out 
of the shed. | waved at one of the staff casts, Rodney, as he passed. He was blonde and lanky and he'd been 


here longer than i had, but | knew nothing about him, not even his last name. 


| blinked a couple of times as | stepped into the sunlight and walked down the wooden frontstairs that led up 
into the shed, but once my eyes adjusted themselves to the light they widened as | noticed who was leaning 
against the wall of another shed not far from me, his arms folded across his chest with a cocky grin playing 
on his lips. Plump, pink lips that tasted like sugar - Richie. "Is it true? I'm not dreaming, am |? Richie's really 
here?" He was wearing a pair of tight lightblue jeans, and a tank top that was so big | could clearly see all of 


his chest, even the brown nipples. 


| felt my face light up, | beamed so brightly my cheeks ached and l'm sure | was blushing because my face 
felt warm. | tried to seem as calm and collected as possible as | approached him, | knew | couldn't really hug or 
kisshim when everyone could see me, and it made me feel a bit shy and lost. My heart was beating wildly in 


my chest. 


‘| didn't think you were ever gonna come out of there again, you got another boyfriend locked away in there or 
what? Richie joked and ruffled my hair fondly. | knew he was a little bit of the jealous type, even if he didn't 


mean what he was saying at the moment. 


| rolled my eyes and giggled. ‘Yeah, sure, if | had he'd be dead by now. Can't be much oxygen left in my locker, 
you woulda had to help me hide the body: 


‘You know | woulda done it, too, Richie winked, and | knew he meant that, if had been serious he would have 
done anything | asked of him. He took a quick look around to make sure we were on our own, before he pressed 


his lips gently against my forehead. 


| felt warm inside, but | soon remembered something. ‘What are you doin’ here? | thought you were scheduled 


to work now? | asked curiously. "I sure hope Richie ain't cutting work today because of me, it would feel 


pretty shitty to take him away from important stuff.” 


‘| do, but | got an early break, I'm free until around IPM, so | figured we could eat together. To give us more 
time, | already fetched the food before | drove here, | remembered that you wanted a Big Mac with a 
plusmenu. | got the same for myself, he said and grinned just as widely as | did | was surprised to see he'd 
remembered what | liked since we'd only eaten at McDonald's together once before, and that was the first day 


we met. 


| wanted to kiss him to say thank you, but | knew it wouldn't work until we were out of sight, so | just beamed 
brighter, | knew all my teeth were on display. ‘You really are the greatest, you've no idea how nice it is to 
hear that | ain't gotta go buy food, | think I'm getting lazy: | laughed a little and gently nudged his side with my 


elbow. 


He straigthened up and chuckled right back at me, then he started walking and motioned for me to follow him, 
obviously headed for the parking lot. ‘We've all got the right to be lazy every once in a while, look at me, I'm 
always lazy, but lets go before the food gets cold. You don't know any place we can be alone, do ya? If not, we 


could always eat in the car?! 


| pondered a bit about Richie's suggestion as | walked behind him, wishing | could hold his hand as | kept my 
eyes on his long, slim legs as he walked right in front of me, and his butt. It wasn't big, but cute either way, | 
wanted to squeeze it. Sure, we could eat in the car, it was small and cramped, but there was enough room for 
two people, but then we'd get no peace and we wouldn't be able to cuddle or kiss either. Then | had an idea, we 
could venture down to a more secluded area of the beach. "I hope he enjoys that idea, | really don't wanna be 
caught in the car, we could be a lot closer somewhere else." The secluded area was pretty compelling, and 
more often than not, it would be empty since rumor had it the place belonged to lovers and no one really 
dared to check it out for fear of running into a couple getting it on. We stopped by Richie's car and he 
extraced a McDonald's paperbag and two big Coke cans, handing me the bag and then giving me a loving gaze. 


‘So, you decided where we're eating yet? asked Richie and raised an eyebrow, he was obviously already down 
with the possiblity of having to eat in the car although we both had a tough time controlling ourselves and 
keeping out hands off of one another. 


| nodded for an answer, and have him what | hoped to be a mischievous look. ‘Yeah, | know where we're going, 
there's a more secluded area located that way,' | pointed to the left to make him aware of which direction we 
were heading, ‘there's a lot of trees and bushes on the way, a nice sandy beach and it's almost always empty: 


| thoughy my suggestion sounded ideal. 


He appeared slightly thoughtful, then he nodded. ‘Sounds good to me, | hope you're right about it being empty, | 
really just wanna push you down in the sand and get it on." | noticed the certain tone in his voice and flushed, 

but | knew | wanted the exact same thing. | tried getting used to not being so shy and unused to it when | was 
with him. He reached for a purple quilt in the backseat of his car and stuck it under his arm. ‘We're gonna 


need somethin’ to sit on! 


| nodded, and then | began leading the way, it wasn't very far and it didn't take much more than five minutes 
walking by foot. Richie stuck close to me all the time, and | could sense that he too longed to be near me just 
as much as | longed for him. It wa torture having to pretend and hide in front of others, but as soon as we 
were out from snooping eyes he reached for my hand and took it in his own, twined our fingers. Only that little 
gesture made me feel special and happy, and | always wanted to be with him this way. | spared his face some 
short glances every now and then but we walked in silence, it was nice to just be there together within the 
beautiful surroundings. We followed a little trail through a small wooden area which had been spared when the 
beach was turned into a public hotspot, through green bushes and the ceiling of leaves above our heads cast 
their shadow over us. At last | spotted the beack ahead of us, white and just as empty as | had hoped. Here 
we'd be alone, we'd be able to act as a couple. "This is gonna be perfect! No one near, we can do whatever we 
like.. not that we're gonna do anything like that, but still, we could if we wanted to.. but Jesus, John, stop 
thinking about sex all the time! What's wrong with you?" 


‘Look, as | promised, not a single soul, | said cheerily, kind of hoping we'd get down to do other things than just 
eating in the end. He looked like he was planning something, judging by his expression, but | didn't say anything 
about it, instead | noticed a little corner of the beack where we could sit down, beneath the shade of the 


trees. 


The view was neat too, with the clear blue water gleaming as the waves rolled in against the white sand. The 
sun was bright and it was a pretty romantic scenery, | couldn't deny that. | was sure Richie felt the same way 
as he followed me and carefully placed the quilt on the ground, then he sat down. | followed suit and made sure 
| was located very close to Richie. | put the paerbag containing our lunch down by my side and he did the same 
for the drinks. Then he turned to me, put his hand behind my neck and pulled me in to press his lips against 
mine. My eyes slit shut out of their own accord, as | pressed my lips right back against his and my hand came 
up to gently grip his shoulder. This was what I'd been wanting to do ever since | first saw him waiting for me, 
and it was pretty clear he'd been having the same idea 


After a moment he broke the kiss, and | felt tingly throughout my entire body. | wondered if he was planning 
to do more later but | decided it was better to wait with bringing up the subject until after we'd eaten, so | 
crossed my legs Indian style and reached for the bag. | extracted his burger first and passed it over to him, 
then | picked up my own. "What if you could get full from kissing? That wouldn't be so bad." | felt my stomach 


rumbling. 


‘| miss kissing you when we're not together,’ said Richie suddenly and he actually looked rather shy. It sounded 
silly but | knew he wasn't the only one feeling that way. ‘Can't we kiss some more after we've eaten? he 


suggested. It was almost strange to see Richie being cautious for once, but it made me smile. 


‘Course we can, | wanna kiss more, too. | said. "I'm damn lucky I'm not the only one wanting that, | wonder if 
it's as nice to kiss me as it is to kiss him, | really hope he enjoys it just as much as | do.." | was happy to 
realize that | was becoming more and more securw within our realtionship. | kissed his cheek and then i opened 
the little container in which my burger was located to dig in. | saw him reciprocate the action, and chuckled at 
how poor his table manners were, even when he tried his best not to get sauce all over his face. We at pretty 
quickly and made a few jokes here and there. | enjoyed Richie's sense of humor a whole lot, he always knew 
exactly how to make me laugh. | tried not to as much as think about yesterday and the fact that my mother 
now knew that me and Richie were going out, and Richie didn't bring it up which | was thankful for. We both 


wanted Richie's surprise visit to be a good memory. 


When we were finished we threw all the junk into the bag, and leaned back to finish our Cokes and just relax. | 
picked up a napkin to wipe the mess Richie had made of his face off, trying not to blush when it made me 
think of something completely different. Richie just grinned. 


‘How much time do we have left?" Richie asked suddenly, and | glanced down at my watch. We'd eaten quickly, it 
was only 1205 which | pointed out. He nodded and then he put the Coke aside to give me a seductive grin | 
swallowed down the lump of sudden nervousness that built in my throat, felt how my entire body went warm 
because | knew exactly what that look meant. ‘That's lucky for us, we've got a lotta time, we can have some 


fun then. ya still wanna kiss..?" 


i nodded and did as he had done, putting my Coke far away from me. He scooted closer so he was sitting right 
in front of me and placed both hands on my cheeks, stroking them with his thumbs as he looked me in the 


eyes. ‘You know | love you, right? 


| smiled sheepishly and nodded yet again, wishing | was as good at being romantic as he was. ‘Yeah, | do.’ | said 
and placed my hands on his hips, | didn't really know what to do with them, ‘I love you, too... 


His eyes sparkled like twin suns when | said that, and | could tell that he'd fallen just as hard for me as | had 
for him, then he titled hus head slightly to the side and leaned in to capture my lips for the second time 
today. But this time it wasn't intended to be a shy kiss, no we were really, really going to go at it. We let out 
lips mash together at the beginning, but then he let his tongue carefully peek out to poke against the seam of 
my lips, asking for permission which | granted by opening my mouth and let him in. He tastes sweet, he always 
did, like spices and the food we'd just eaten, but there was still the faint tinge of what made him Richie. | 
couldn't get enough of it and | drew a deep breath through my nose, as | explored the warm wet cavity with 
my tongue, wanting to memorize every corner and crevice, forever savouring his taste. We moved closed, he 
wrapped his arms around my neck and one of his hands slid up to disappear in my thick hair. My arms snaked 
around his waist, pressing out bodies tightly together. "Fuck, td almost forgotten how good this feels.. calm 
down now, we're only gonna kiss, stop getting yourself so excited, you can be close to him without overdoing 
it." It felt gentle and soft but at the same time my entire body tingled from head to toe, and as his tongue 


passed the roof of my mouth, an electrical current travel straight down my spine and stabbed my crotch. 


| think he too felt the desire, because he repositione us, carefully lowering us without breaking the kiss, until 
he was lyeing on top of me. My legs were spread and he fit perfectly in between them, it felt heavenly to 
have out bodies so close, and | let my hands move to his lower back, one of them ending up on his butt. | 
didn't normally dare to explore too much but | knew Richie now, | knew that my next step was to show him 
that | wasn't afraid of being intimate with him. He moaned quietly and picked up his head to look me in the eys, 
his breathing heavy and his lips quivering as they left mine, looking swollen. His gaze was dark and full of need. 


‘You.. don't wanna do more than just kiss..2" he asked softly to give me a chance to hand him my own opinion 


"Jesus, he does want to do more, come on and let him see that you want it too, you know you do! You have to 


learn to be confident, you can't just act like a baby all your life! Show him!" 


| blushed and lowered my faze for a brief moment before looking back up at him. He didn't look troubled, or 
impatient, but just full of concern, | liked how he never pressure med into anything, but he was moving a little 
bit on top of me. It was like he wasn't moving his body, but more like he had some sort of crawling going on 


beneath his skin. i understood that, because | suffered from the same sensation 

Yes, | do.’ | said, and i wasn't insecure anymore. "Good, better than nothing!" 

Ya sure? he asked, mostly to make sure everything was alright. 

Sure; | replied, and he swallowed, nodding and smiling a little shyly, but that was soon forgotten as he tenderly 
pulled my hair back to expose my neck, and as | caught the hint | tiled my head to the side and let him place 


fond kisses against my skin. | felt the goosebumps break out all over my body, this was something extremly 
sensual that | couldn't get enough of, my hands clung to the fabric of his tank top and | squirmed a bit 


beneath him. The feathery kisses soon turned into tiny licks, his slick, wet tongue sent shivers down my spine 
and | felt my crotch beginning to throb out of pleasure, | was already growing hard. | didn't quite know what to 
do to make him enjoy it as much as | did though, but | did the best | could, crossing my legs over his hips and 
pressing my entire lower body flush against his, wanting to stirr a reaction | felt how his entire body 
shuddered and how his breathing sped up against my neck, hearing release a strangled groan l'd never seen 
Richie like that before, every other time we'd been close he'd always been so calm and collected, like he knew 


what to expect, but now he seemed to be just as out of control as | was, just as nervous and needy. 


But | wasn't prepared for his next move, as he rested all his weight onto one arm, letting his free hand sneak 
up beneath the hem of my tank top, | felt his fingers move through the hair to gently pinch one of my nipples. 
And | could have handled that, he'd done that before, but what | wasn't expecting was him to thrust his hips 
against my own, and | felt his hardness rubbing agaisnt my own. | moaned loudly, pushing my head back and 
feeling the pulsating sensation beneath my waist rise to an intentisty I'd never experienced before. Then he did 
it again. And again. And again. And again Faster, and faster. Harder, and harder. | squeezed my eyes shut, 
motuh hanging open, legs shaking so bad they were practivally quaking. | instinctively met his thrusts, felt the 
heat inside reach unfathomable temperatures, completely disregarding the fact that if | let it happen like this, 
I'd be forced to walk around with a wet patch at the front of my pants. | felt how it would soon be over, just 
a little longer.. "Jesus, oh God, l'm gonna--- fuck, it shouldn't be able to feel this good.. | think I'm gonna.. just a 
little more..! Richie, Richie, Richie. 


Then he suddenly held up. | think | whined in protest, I'd been so close, I'd never thought ut could possibly feel 
that good, it had beat every sexual experience we'd already shared. | opened my eyes, but | had a hard time 
focusing my eyes. He was watching me too, his eyes were hooded and his pupils blown so wide that the irises 
appeared black His face was flushed from the strain and pearls of sweat gleamed along his temples, his lips 
moistened. I'd never seen him look like that, and | thought it was most the most beautiful - not to mention 


arousing - sight I'd ever come across. 


‘Wh-why'd you s-stop..? | asked and tried to catch my breath, my shorts felt tight and resticting, and | 
glanced down | noticed that his pants appeared to be just as uncomfortable as mine were at the moment, and 
it made me flustered"Fuck, | musta done something wrong, | always gotta fuck it up.. you never know when it's 
time for certain things, idiot.’ | breathed in deeply and got a nosefull of his scent, cologne and a faint tinge of 


onions. 


Richie didn't answer, but the pause didn't last long which made me relax in relief. | ahdn't made any mistakes. 
He sat back on his haunches and then he started unbuttoning my fly, tugging the zipper down in one swift 
motion. As usually | wasn't wearing any underwear so my hardness didn't have any other barriers to break. | 
looked away and felt a tad embarrassed as it bounced out through the parted flaps. But my eyes windened 
again when | heard another zipper being opened, and when | finally dared to revert my gaze he was mirroring 
myself. Only he was a lot more wellequpied than | was, but in spite of that he looked more sheepish than | did. 
He gave me a look as to ask if it was still okay to go on, if | wanted to try this out. | didn't say anything 
either, but nodded instead. That was all it took 


He laid back down on top of me again, and this time it felt like | had a fire burning inside every vein. "He still 


wants me.. fuck, I'm lucky, he still wants to take it further.." The feeling our now free hardnesses rubbing 
Together, his as smooth as satin, was different from anything I'd ever experienced. | ground my hips against 
his and heard him whine loudly. It was incredible to know | could make him react like that. | could make him 
writhe with desire and need, and it only made me want him more. | felt the heat of our hardnesses against my 


belly. 


‘Y-you make me so f-fuckin' horny.. | l-love you.." Richie panted close to my ear and | felt my face turn ten 
shades of red, | had no clue what to say to that so | stayed quiet, i just continued to roll my hips, felt his 


body react the same way mine did, shivering, shaking and shuddering, and | felt something wet between us. 


At first | thought he had finished and a twinge of disappointment came over me but | soon realized that 
wasn't the case, instead he stopped for a moment again and let one of his big hands venture between our 
bodies, then long fingers wrapped around us both and he started pumping for all he was worth. | felt my eyes 
roll back into his head och | couldn't think straight. The pulsating sensations went through my body nonstop, 
down my spine and all the way to my toes, | thrust up against his hand, felt his hardness against my own just 
as well as his fingers moving up and down, in and out, faster and faster, picking up a steady pace. | think | 
accidentally pulled Richie's hair when my hands move up his back because he whimpered, but it might just 
have been him losing control like me. | felt the sweat pour down my face, | think | might have been drooling, 
but | managed to open my eyes and actually see his face. | saw the open mouth, the quivering bottom lip, how 
his eyelids twiched, felt his grip around us tighten - "I can‘t.!" - a finger slid across the sensitive tip, | glanced 
down to actually watch the action, gliding in and out - and | was gone. My legs went taut and my toes curled 


as | fell, harder than ever before, then a sticky rain fell across my belly as | burst. 


It didn't take more than mere seconds before he followed me into bliss, with a highpitched whine that almost 
transited into a scream, a last thrust and a second batch of wetness landing at my belly. | felt my fingertips 
twitch and took a few deep breaths to get air. He sank down on top of me, panting so heavily it sounded like 
he'd just ran a full marathon. It all felt surreal but | didn't regret it for a moment. | slowly opened my eyes 
and remembered we were out in the open, heard the waves roll in again, noted that the sun was still bright, 
and | realized we were still lyeing on the quilt in the sand. It felt a little embarrassing, but | ignored that and 


just hoped no one had seen - or heard - us. People weren't usually around. 


Richie looked up at me, looking shy but satiated, a light burning in his tired, droopy puppy eyes. ‘l-I love you.. 


he murmured tenderly and kissed my lips. ‘I love you, so, so much, | promise I'm always gonna be here for 


you ae 


My entire hard swelled with love, I'd never imagined it was possible to feel this way about anybody, to be with 
anybody in this way. But now that | had, | couldn't possibly think of feeling the same love for anyome but 
Richie. "Richie. you'll never understand how much | love you, or how happy | am that we're together... you'll 
never understand how beautiful you are, | wish we'd never have to part." ‘| love you too, | always wanna be 


with you, too.. 


He lit up like the sky and kissed me again, moving on to peck the tip of my nose. After a while of just simple 
cuddling and affectionate carresses, reached out to wipe his sticky hand on the quilt, then he cleane dup my 


belly for me, gentle and cautious all the while as if he was afraid | might break. But | didn't mind. 


But there was something else | didn't bother to mind, because | didn't know someone hade seen us. | didn't know 
somebody else had showed up to eat lunch with me. | didn't know this somebody had for intention to talk me 
into breaking up with Richie. | didn't know that this somebody had been secretly crushing on me for years, and 
| didn't know she had followed us to out secret hideout. | didn't know she was very envious, or that she'd had 
enough. | didn't know that she, who was supposed to be my friend, would even consider telling anybody what 
she'd seen just to end mine and Richie's relatioship. | completely missed how a pair of teary, but determined 


brown eyes just had witnessed the whole ordeal. 


